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Offerings — Their  Meaning 


OUR  BLESSED  SAVIOUR  was  one  day 
standing  by  the  treasury  in  the  Temple. 
He  watched  the  people  as  they  passed  by. 
While  before  His  eyes  the  rich  and  the  poor  east 
their  money  into  the  treasury  He  read  the  inten- 
tions of  their  hearts.  As  a  poor  widow  slipped  by. 
He  called  His  disciples  together  and  said  to  them  : 
"Amen,  I  say  to  you  this  poor  widow  has  put  in 
more  than  all  those  who  have  been  putting  into 
the  treasury.  For  they  have  put  in  of  their 
abundance;  but  she  out  of  her  want  has  put  in 
all  she  had  and  all  that  she  had  to  live  on.'' 
(Luke  XII— 43). 

What  divine  lessons  are  exemplified  in  that 
"widow's  mite"  the  Saviour  now  holds  up  to  the 
wrorld  as  so  acceptable  to  Him !  To  make  her 
offering  to  God  and  to  His  Temple  this  poor 
widow  "had  taken  out  of  her  want  ...  all  that 
she  had  to  live  on."  Out  of  the  pressing  needs  of 
her  everyday  life  she  gladly  and  generously 
levied  her  humble  gift  to  the  Lord.  This  act 
touched  to  the  quick  the  understanding  heart  of 
the  Saviour  who  had  watched  her.  The  abun- 
dance of  money  the  proud  rich  had  poured  into 
the  treasury  left  him  cold  and  unmoved.  To 
Him,  Whose  searching  eyes  went  beyond  the  sur- 
face of  things  this  money  had  no  meaning  for 
it  was  given  without  self-sacrifice.  The  offerings 
of  the  rich  were  like  crumbs  fallen  from  the 
well-loaded  table  of  their  wealth.  The  gift  of 
their  superfluous  abundance  to  the  Temple  was 
as  if  it  did  not  exist.    It  was  a  soulless  offering. 

The  money-value  of  our  offerings  does  nol 
count  in  the  eyes  of  God.  The  spirit  of  sacrifice 
that  prompts  and  accompanies  them  is  solely 
what  he  considers  and  appreciates.    Where  there 


is  no  sacrifice  there  is  no  offering.  God  in  reality 
does  not  need  our  money.  Is  He  not  the  Sover- 
eign Lord  and  Master  of  the  universe?  Did  He 
not  say:  "The  world  is  mine  and  the  fulness 
thereof"  (Ps.  XLlX— 12).  Gold  and  silver  mean 
nothing  to  Him.  They  are  but  the  dust  of  cre- 
ation, hidden  in  the  rocky  creases  of  the  earth. 

The  spending  of  money  offers  a  fair  analysis 
of  a  man's  life.  It  is  a  good  indication  of  what 
is  uppermost  in  his  mind  and  heart.  Tell  me 
how  you  spend  your  money  and  I  will  tell  you 
how  you  are  thinking  and  what  you  are  pursuing. 
Did  not  our  Lord  say:  "Our  heart  is  where  our 
treasure  lies." 

When  therefore  the  luxuries  of  life  and  all  the 
pleasures  that  accompany  them  take  the  heaviest 
toll  on  our  income  does  it  not  mean  that  our 
outlook  on  life  is  that  of  the  worldling  who 
thinks  in  terms  of  time  and  not  of  eternity?  If 
the  interests  of  God  and  His  Church  do  not  affect 
us  this  is  a  silent  admission  that  they  do  not  play 
a  great  part  in  the  ordinary  scheme  of  our  life. 
Even  very  often  the  stray  dollar  bill  or  the  miser- 
able little  dime  we  give  to  the  Lord  has  not  the 
value  of  the  widow's  mite.  It  generally  comes 
from  our  abundance  and  not  "out  of  our  need." 

If  on  the  contrary,  God,  His  Church,  her 
missionary  and  charitable  works  have  an  abun- 
dant share  of  our  ordinary  revenue  this  is  a 
sure  sign  that  our  faith  and  all  that  it  stands  for 
in  this  life  and  in  the  next  is  "the  supreme  real- 
ity". Our  offerings  are  then  accompanied  by 
sacrifice  and  take  on  that  meaning  the  Master 
read  into  the  offering  of  "the  widow's  mite." 

To  the  materialistic-minded  Catholic  of  today 
this  doctrine  may  sound  exaggerated.    Whal  our 
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divine  Saviour  said  to  His  disciples  when  He 
gave  to  them  an  adumbration  of  the  Eucharistic 
mystery,  He  could  say  also  today:  "This  saying 
is  hard  and  who  can  hear  it?  .  .  .  Doth  this 
scandalize  you?  .  .  It  is  the  spirit  that  quickeneth ; 
the  flesh  profiteth  nothing.  The  Avords  I  have 
spoken  to  you  are  spirit  and  life." 


SEND  US  STAMPS  — 


YOUR  STAMPS  MAY  SAVE 
THE  SOUL  OF  A  CHILD 


MANY  of  us  look  forward  eagerly  to  the 
long  winter  months  enjoyed  in  Canada 
as  a  time  when  we  can  revel  in  that 
reading  we  planned  to  clo.  The  cherished  volumes 
are  taken  down  from  their  resting  places  on 
library  shelves  where  we  had  placed  them, 
awaiting  this  "off"  time.  Each  member  of  the 
family  becomes  absorbed  in  the  book  of  his 
choice — history,  literature,  religion,  poetry  or 
just  pure  fiction. 

In  our  great  Western  country,  like  a  sea  of 
gold  in  early  fall,  but  so  soon  to  be  wrapped  in 
a  pure  white  mantle  of  snow,  this  time  for  read- 
ing and  study  is  the  propitious  season  for  the 
study  of  religion.  So  many  families,  far  from 
church  and  neighbours,  are  shut  in  for  weeks 
at  a  time  owing  to  weather  and  road  conditions. 

These  prairie  homes  are  reached  by  the  Re- 
ligion Correspondence  Lessons  sent  out  by  the 
Sisters  of  Service  either  from  2220  Cameron  St., 
Regina,  or  11837  85th  St.,  Edmonton.  In  thous- 
ands of  homes  children  and  grown-ups,  too, 
gather  to  study  and  answer  those  lessons  which 
teach  them  of  "The  One  True  God  and  Jesus 
Christ  Whom  He  has  sent."  While  the  little 
ones  study  the  lessons  based  on  that  loved  little 
book,  "Jesus  and  I,"  by  Rev.  Father  Heeg,  S.J., 
the  Intermediates  are  instructed  through  the 
"Prairie  Series,"  prepared  by  the  S.O.S.  in  col- 
laboration with  Rev.  Father  MeGoldrick,  of  Re- 
gina Seminary,  while  the  more  advanced  find  the 
instruction  suited  to  their  needs  in  the  "Com- 
mandment" and  "Sacraments"  Courses  by  Mon- 
signor  Day.  There  is  also  a  Course  for  Converts, 
the  text  book  used  being  "Father  Smith  In- 
structs Jackson." 

Many  students  in  schools  and  colleges  in 
Eastern  Canada  have  shown  a  predilection  for 


this  work  of  Religion  by  Correspondence,  and 
have  contributed  generously  in  stamps  for  the 
sending  out  of  these  lessons.  Recently  we  re- 
ceived notice  from  the  students  at  the  Grand 
Seminary,  Montreal,  that  this  year  the  seminarians 
would  help  this  work,  and  that  to  this  end  they 
had  formed  a  Club  known  as  "The  Sisters  of 
Service  Stamp  Club,"  which  will  appeal  for  help 
in  this  apostolic  work.  We  take  this  occasion  to 
thank  Mr.  Dorion  and  his  associates  for  their 
kindly  interest  in  the  Religion  by  Mail  Campaign. 
We  are  grateful  for  their  hearty  co-operation 
and  we  think  their  example  will  encourage  other 
students  to  share  in  this  work  for  "most  aban- 
doned souls."  The  following  is  a  quotation  from 
Mr.  Dorion's  letter  to  us : 

"I  saw  in  your  magazine  a  request  for  stamps 
to  enable  you  to  send  out  printed  instructions  to 
children  in  our  Western  Provinces,  so  we  have 
formed  here  in  our  Seminary  a  Stamp  Club  to  help 
out  this  laudable  work.  I  asked  help  from  several 
students  to  collect  stamps  from  the  different  years 
and  the  response  was  very  encouraging.  I  ex- 
plained what  the  stamps  were  used  for  and  if  you 
can,  I  wish  you  would  send  me  a  sample  of  the  in- 
structions that  you  mail  out  to  the  children.  This 
would  be  a  help  to  advertise  our  little  Club  and  the 
students  will  have  first-hand  information  on  what 
you  are  doing  in  this  line  of  work.  If  you  have  on 
hand  any  posters  on  this  appeal  for  stamps,  I  could 
use  them  to  good  advantage,  for  our  aim  is  to  col- 
lect a  stamp  each  week  from  every  student  who  is 
willing  to  help. 

"I  don't  know  how  the  Club  will  prosper  in  the 
future,  but  we  will  do  our  part  and  God  will  give 
the  increase,  for  we  are  only  His  instruments. 
From  the  contents  of  this  letter  you  can  see  that 
some  have  given  money,  others  stamps,  and  we  send 
it  on  just  as  we  received  it  and  we  know  that  both 
will  be  appreciated. 

"In  return  we  ask  for  your  prayers  that  God  will 
foster  in  each  and  every  one  of  us  a  sincere  love  of 
the  missions." 
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A  REMINDER. 

Once  again  it  is  our  happy  pri- 
vilege to  remind  our  friends  and 
benefactors  that  every  Christmas 
in  our  Novitiate  chapel  a  High 
Mass  is  offered  for  their  intentions, 
and  in  thanksgiving  for  the  kind- 
ly interest  with  which  they  have 
supplied  the  wherewithal  for  the 
continuance  of  our  efforts  to  bring 
the  peace  and  joy  of  the  Christ 
Child  to  many  lonely  hearts. 

We  would  ask  you  to  be  with  us 
in  spirit  this  year  as  we  offer  the 
Holy  Sacrifice  on  the  wondrous 
night  of  our  Saviour's  Birth.  Let 
us  unite  in  asking  the  Divine  In- 
fant to  bring  peace  to  our  war- 
shadowed  world  and  to  grant  a 
touch  of  His  heavenly  joy  even 
to  those  who  are  in  the  midst  of 
strife  and  danger. 

For  you,  who  have  so  generously 
supported  us  by  your  prayers  and 
contributions  during  1941,  we  shall 
implore  the  choicest  of  Christmas 
blessings  from  the  Heavenly  Babe 
and  His  Blessed  Mother.  S.O.S. 


THE  UNIVERSAL  CHURCH. 

According  to  a  recent  statistical 
study  quoted  by  Vatican  Radio, 
Catholics  are  now  the  largest  body 
of  Christians  in  the  world  and  the 
largest  religious  body  of  any  kind. 
The  figures  given  are: 

Christians:  Catholics,  385  mil- 
lions or  19  per  cent,  of  the  world's 
population;  Protestants,  210  mil- 
lions, 10  per  cent.;  Schismatics, 
162  millions.  Non  -  Christians. 
Confucianists,  315  millions;  Ma- 
hommedans,  280  millions;  Hindus, 
250  millions;  Buddhist,  170  mil- 
lions. 

In  Europe  Catholics  comprise  4  4 
per  cent,  of  the  population.,  Schis- 
matics 26  per  cent.,  Protestants, 
2  5  per  cent. 

In  the  United  States  of  America 
Catholics  are  in  the  minority,  in 
South  America  in  the  majority. 


THE  CHURCH  CANNOT  BE 
DESTROYED. 

"The  Church  is  eiver  militant; 
sometimes  she  gains,  sometimes 
she  loses;  and  more  often  she  is 
at  once  gaining  and  losing  in  dif- 
ferent parts  of  her  territory.  What 
is  ecclesiastical  history  but  a  record 
of  the  ever  doubtful  fortune  of  the 
battle,  though  its  issue  is  not 
doubtful.  Scarcely  are  we  singing 
the  Te  Deum  when  we  have  to  turn 
to  our  "Misereres." — Cardinal  New- 
man. 


very  con- 


brief  and 


re- 
too 
not 


WHO  ARE  THE  NOISIEST 
CRITICS  OF  THE  CHURCH? 

Ferdinand  Brunetiere,  who  be- 
came a  Catholic  on  his  deathbed, 
even  as  a  non-Catholic,  was  wont 
to  defend  religion  in  a 
vincing  manner. 

We  submit   here  his 
pointed  answer  to  questions  which 
everyone  has  a  right  to  ask: 

Who,  then,  are  they  who 
proach  religion  with  being 
wearisome?  Those  who  do 
practise  it. 

Who  are  they  who  reproach  the 
Church  for  exacting  faith  in  her 
revealed  doctrines?  Those  who 
believe  in  the  worst  fooleries  and 
in  the  most  absurd  superstitions. 

Who  are  they  who  approach  the 
Church  for  not  recognizing  the  dig- 
nity of  man?  Those  who  claim 
the  monkey  for  their  father,  chance 
for  their  master,  pleasure  for  their 
law,  annihilation  for  their  end. 

Who  are  they  who  upbraid  the 
Church  with  being  a  religion  of 
money?  Those  who  despoil  her 
of  her  goods  with  thei  utmost  cy- 
nicism. 

Who  are  they  who  accuse  the 
Church  of  being  intolerant?  Those 
who  cannot  allow  any  one  to  hold 
an  opinion  differing  from  their 
own. 

Who  are  they  who  charge  the 
Church  with  being  an  enemy  to 
light?  Those  who,  despising  liber- 
ty, have  closed  Catholic  schools 
and  driven  out  the  nuns  and  the 
religious  teachers. 

Who  are  they  who  reproach  the 
Church  with  being  the  enemy  of 
the  people?  Those  who,  ignorant 
of  history,  are  persecuting  the 
charitable  institutions  established 
by  religion. 

Who  are  they  who  indulge  with 
the  utmost  audacity  in  violent  tir- 
ades against  the  Church  and  her 
teachings?  Those  who  know  no- 
thing whatever  of  religion  or  of 
what  its  precepts  require. 

"What  is  lacking  to  Missionary 
work  is  neither  good  will  nor  the 
grace  of  God.  What  really  is  lack- 
ing, and  that  in  a  notable  degree, 
is  human  co-operation." 

•Bos. 

The  hand   may  gain  and  the 

hand   may   hold — 
But  the  hand  that  gives 

Gains   more   than  gold. 


Your 

last  will! 

Have  You  Made  It? 


Our  "LAST  WILL"  is  the 
lengthened  shadow  of  our 
life  ....  a  shadow  which 
persists  when  the  sun  of 
life  has  set  and  "the  night 
cometh  when  no  man  can 
work." 

GOD,  HIS  CHURCH,  HER 
MISSIONS  ....  are  they 
mentioned  in  your  will? 

The  SISTERS  OP  SER- 
VICE are  labouring  for 
GOD  and  HIS  CHURCH 
in  the  great  HOME 
MISSION  PTELD  OP 
CANADA.  Kindly  remem- 
ber their  missionary  endea- 
vour in  your  last  will. 


FORM  OF  BEQUEST 

I  hereby  give,  devise  and  bequeath 
unto  the  Sisters  of  Service  of  Canada, 
Inc.,  of  Toronto,  Canada,  a  Corpora- 
tion organized  and  existing  under  the 
Federal  Companies  Act  (insert  legacy 

here)  to  be  used  by  the  said 

Sisters  of  Service  of  Canada,  Inc.,  for 
the  purpose  for  which  it  is  incorpora- 
ted. 
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Fargo  S.O.S.  Attend  National  Rural 
Life  Conference  in  Missouri 


AT  the  recent  National  Rural  Life  Conference 
held  in  Jefferson  City,  Missouri,  our  Sis- 
ters were  invited  to  speak  on  the  work  of 
the  Sisters  of  Service  in  the  rural  districts  of 
Canada  and  the  United  States. 

It  is  a  pleasure  for  us  to  reprint  for  our  readers 
the  address  given  by  a  Sister  of  Service  on  this 
occasion.  We  believe  that  this  summary  of  our 
rural  mission  activities  will  go  far  towards  mak- 
ing our  work  favourably  known  in  the  U.S.A. 

"We  consider  it  a  very  great  privilege  to  be 
here  today  at  this  gathering  of  the  National 
Catholic  Rural  Life  Conference.  Our  purpose  is 
to  speak  to  you  of  the  work  which  is  being  done 
in  rural  areas  by  members  of  our  Institute.  We 
have  been  in  the  United  States  such  a  very  short 
time  and  our  number  is  as  yet  so  small,  that  we 
feel  we  have  not  very  much  to  offer.  However, 
I  shall  tell  you  briefly  of  the  rural  work  for  which 
our  Community  was  established,  and  in  more 
detail  will  describe  that  which  we  are  attempting 
in  the  Diocese  of  Fargo. 

"The  thought  which  some  twenty  years  ago 
inspired  the  founding  of  our  Institute  was  the 
great  leakage  suffered  by  Mother  Church  on 
account  of  Her  inability  to  reach  and  provide 
for  our  rural  children  adequate  religious  instruc- 
tion. Many  parochial  schools  were  being  built 
where  children  could  be  taught  by  the  Sisters 
of  .so  many  of  our  teaching  Orders.  But  the 
privilege  of  attending  such  schools  was  denied 
many  of  our  little  ones.  To  safeguard  the  Faith 
of  these  less  fortunate  children  our  Sisters  under- 
took the  work  of  teaching  in  the  one-room 
rural  school.  The  children  in  such  schools  receive 
no  religious  instruction.  Very  often  the  teachers 
are  non-Catholic  and  often,  too,  the  atmosphere 
is  decidedly  anti-Catholic.  Anyone  interested  in 
rural  life  knows  full  well  the  influence  radiating 
from  and  the  prestige  attached  to  the  little  red 
schoolhouse.  The  teacher  in  such  a  school  is  the 
central  figure  in  the  district.  She  it  is  who 
moulds  the  consciences  and  shapes  the  ideas  of 
the  little  souls  entrusted  to  her  care.  What  op- 
portunities are  hers  while  teaching  secular  sub- 
jects to  instil  principles  of  Catholic  conduct  and 
morality!  The  aim  of  every  teacher  is  to  prepare 
the  child  for  his  future  life.  We  want  our  rural 
children  to  see  and  appreciate  the  privilege  that 
is  theirs.  We  want  them  to  grow  up  rural  men 
and  women.  Who  better  than  the  Sister  can 
lead  them  to  a  love  for  rural  life,  to  a  gratitude 
to  their  Creator  for  the  bountiful  gifts  bestowed 


upon  them.  She  is  giving  her  life  to  the  work. 
She  loves  her  work.  It  is  not  for  her,  as  it  is 
for  so  many  lay  teachers,  a  practice  field  or  a 
stepping  stone  to  something  better.  The  city  and 
its  trifling  advantages  have  no  attractions  for 
her.  Unconsciously  her  pupils  learn  to  see  what 
she  sees,  to  hear  what  she  hear;,  and  to  love 
what  she  loves.  Her  influence  radiates,  too, 
beyond  the  circle  of  the  school  room.  The  parents 
and  young  people  of  the  district  respect  her 
judgment  and  seek  her  advice.  I  know  of  one 
particular  district  in  which  our  Sisters  are  teach- 
ing where  the  young  men  of  the  parish  who  have 
formed  themselves  into  a  Dramatic  Club,  would 
not  think  of  preparing  for  any  performance 
without  first  having  the  Sisters'  approval  on  the 
material  being  used.  This  is  just  a  carry-over 
from  school  days  when  they  used  to  come  to  the 
Sisters  for  help  with  their  little  school  enter- 
tainments, but  we  know  the  good  results  of  such 
a  practice  especially  in  that  small  mission  terri- 
tory where  there  is  no  resident  priest. 

"Where  there  are  no  parochial  schools  and 
where  the  children  do  not  frequently  receive 
religious  instruction,  our  Sisters  teach  in  Vaca- 
tion Schools.  In  some  districts  the  homes  are 
so  scattered  and  so  far  from  church  that  the 
problem  of  getting  the  children  to  attend  the 
regular  classes  is  sometimes  difficult.  Often  our 
Sisters  give  instructions  in  the  homes  of  the 
children  who  are  unable  to  come.  Here  as  in  all 
our  work,  the  importance  of  home  visitation 
cannot  be  overemphasized.  Efficient  teaching  can 
be  done  only  when  the  teacher  is  familiar  with 
the  child's  home  life.  Particularly  in  the  rural 
parishes  is  this  work  effective.  The  parents 
appreciate  so  much  a  visit  from  the  Sisters.  They 
co-operate  more  readily  and  are  more  responsive 
to  the  suggestions  offered  for  the  instruction  of 
their  children.  In  one  district  where  we  taught 
Vacation  School,  we  had  classes  all  day.  Sisters 
had  never  been  in  that  district  before  and  we 
were  not  so  sure  about  the  parents'  attitude  to- 
wards home  visitation.  School  was  being  held 
in  the  town  and  the  children  drove  in  each  day 
from  the  farms.  The  pastor  had  no  car  and  neither 
had  we,  so  we  contented  ourselves  with  visiting 
the  town  homes.  The  farmers,  though,  were  not 
to  be  outdone.  They  decided  that  the  Sisters 
should  visit  the  farm  homes  also,  and  that  they 
would  provide  the  transportation.  One  farmer. 
I  remember,  after  his  work  in  the  fields  drove  IS 
miles  in  his  Model  T  to  get  the  Sisters  and  after 
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their  visit  he  drove  them  back  again.  1  shall 
never  forget  that  evening.  They  were  very  poor 
but  so  happy.  Eight  of  their  nine  children  were 
at  home  with  them.  While  the  parents  drove 
to  town  for  the  Sisters  each  of  the  little  ones 
had  a  share  in  preparing  for  the  event.  When  we 
arrived  everything  was  in  order.  The  ice  cream 
was  made,  the  table  was  set,  the  baby  was  im- 
maculate in  her  best  dress.  Eagerly  the  little 
ones  gathered  round  us — -no  Sisters  had  ever 
been  to  their  house  before — they  liked  to  study 
catechism — it  was  daddy's  birthday — Johnny  was 
in  the  army — .  They  were  so  sincerely  delighted 
with  our  visit ! 

"Although  a  great  deal  is  accomplished  by 
the  Vacation  School,  we  know  that  the  know- 
ledge gained  in  two  weeks  is  small  in  comparison 
with  what  should  be  imparted  to  the  children 
if  we  wish  to  implant  deeply  in  their  hearts  the 
teachings  of  our  Holy  Faith.  The  pastor  of  course 
follows  up  with  instructions  given  during  the 
months  of  the  school  year,  but  how  many  there 
are  who  are  not  able  or  perhaps  carelessly  neglect 
to  send  their  children  to  these  instructions !  Dur- 
ing the  winter  months  how  many  of  our  rural 
families  miss  even  their  Sunday  Mass  on  account 
of  bad  roads  and  weather  conditions! 

"To  keep  up  the  contact  made  by  the  Vacation 
School  we  have  established  a  Correspondence 
School  of  Religious  Instruction.  From  this  school 
children  who  live  far  from  the  church  and  who 
receive  no  regular  instruction  from  their  pastors, 
are  sent  lessons  by  mail.  Just  this  month  in  the 
city  of  Fargo,  we  have  opened  such  a  school. 
For  the  present  we  are  limiting  the  enrolment  to 
the  children  we  have  met  in  our  Vacation  School 
work  during  the  past  two  summers.  From  the 
six  districts  in  which  we  have  taught,  comprising 
three  parishes,  we  have  chosen  135  children  who 
because  of  distance  or  the  carelessness  of  their 
parents  are  deprived  of  religious  instructions. 
Some  of  these  will  perhaps  not  respond  to  our 
invitation  for  many  of  them  are  straying  members 
who  did  not  attend  the  Vacation  School.  We 
visited  their  homes  and  are  hoping  that  perhaps 
the  result  of  our  visit  will  be  the  enrolment  of  the 
children  in  our  Course  by  Mail.  We  know  from 
experience  that  these  lessons  are  to  the  children  a 
link  which  binds  them  to  the  Church.  Very  often 
not  only  the  children  but  the  whole  family  join 
in  answering  the  lessons. 

"The  greatest  difficulty  in  the  carrying  on  of 
this  work  is  the  maintenance  of  the  school.  We 
make  no  specific  charge  for  the  lessons  because 
in  many  cases  those  most  in  need  are  unable  to 
make  any  remuneration.  In  the  case  of  indif- 
ferent Catholics  a  fee  would  only  serve  as  an 
excuse  not  to  have  their  children  enrolled.  We 
depend  on  the  charity  of  our  good  Catholics  to 
support  this  work  and  we  have  every  reason  to 


feel  that  we  shall  not  be  disappointed.  In  the 
city  of  Fargo  the  pupils  of  the  Parochial  schools 
have  taken  it  upon  themselves  to  supply  us  with 
stamps  for  the  mailing  of  the  lessons. 

"It  might  be  well  here  to  describe  briefly  the 
way  in  which  this  course  of  instructions  is  con- 
ducted. First  of  all  enrolment  forms  are  sent 
to  the  children  whom  we  feel  are  in  need  of 
instruction.  As  previously  mentioned,  we  exclude 
all  children  who  are  in  regular  contact  with  their 
pastor  for  we  feel  that  no  work  by  correspondence 
can  take  the  place  of  personal  contact.  When 
the  enrolment  forms  are  completed  and  returned, 
we  send  to  each  of  the  children  enrolled,  a  letter 
advising  them  of  the  particular  course  they  are 
to  take  and  giving  them  full  instructions  as  to 
the  steps  they  should  follow  in  studying  their 
lessons.  Lesson  1  is  then  sent  to  the  child  ac- 
companied by  a  Study  Chart.  On  this  chart  the 
child  marks  an  X  after  the  completion  of  each 
step  as  suggested  in  his  Direction  Sheet,  When 
the  lesson  is  completed  he  answers  the  test  paper 
which  accompanied  the  lesson  and  returns  it  to 
the  Sisters  for  correction.  The  corrected  test 
is  sent  back  to  the  child  with  Lesson  2.  The 
score  obtained  is  entered  by  the  child  on  his 
Study  Chart.  At  the  close  of  the  course  this 
Study  Chart  is  returned  to  the  School.  A  com- 
plete and  detailed  record  of  each  child's  work  is 
kept.  In  our  flies  each  family  has  a  folder  re- 
cording the  names  and  addresses  of  both  parents 
and  pastor  and  the  names  and  ages  of  all  the 
children  in  the  family.  Inside  the  folder  are 
cards  for  the  individual  child  on  which  is  kept 
a  record  of  the  lessons  taken  and  the  score  ob- 
tained. This  system  provides  a  permanent  record 
of  our  contact  with  the  family. 

"Besides  the  work  with  our  children  in  the 
rural  areas,  there  is  another  which  we  feel  is 
very  much  rural  although  carried  on  in  the  city. 
Despite  all  efforts  to  keep  our  young  people  on 
the  farm,  the  day  comes  when  Mary  or  Jane  de- 
cides that  she  must  be  off  to  the  city  to  earn  some 
money  either  to  provide  for  herself  or  to  help  dad 
support  younger  brothers  and  sisters.  Some  of 
these  girls  seek  domestic  employment  and  in  these 
we  have  a  special  interest.  In  large  cities  we 
have  employment  bureaus.  When  these  girls 
leave  their  rural  homes  they  are  directed  by  their 
pastor  or  by  friends  to  the  Sisters.  There  they 
are  housed  and  sometimes  trained  in  the  art  of 
housekeeping  till  the  Sisters  are  able  to  find  a 
position  for  them.  Tn  the  city  of  Fargo  we  have 
no  employment  bureau  nor  are  we  in  a  position 
to  house  these  girls.  We  have,  however,  formed 
a  Club  for  them.  This  Club  is  known  as  the 
S.O.S.  Marian  Club  and  its  members  gather  once 
a  month  for  general  meeting.  Once  a  week  the 
different  groups  meet  for  recreational,  social,  edu- 
cational and  religious  activities.    A  lending  li- 
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brary  has  also  been  provided  for  their  use  and 
they  are  encouraged  to  come  together  any  evening 
of  the  Aveek  for  a  social  hour  or  to  entertain  their 
friends.  "We  feel  that  this  contact  with  the  rural 
girl  is  a  safeguard  and  a  protection  for  her, 
especially  during  her  first  few  months  in  the 
city.  So  much  depends  on  her  first  associations. 
Through  our  Club  she  gets  to  know  other  Catholic 
girls  and  is  easily  introduced  into  the  social  life 
of  the  parish.  When  she  returns  to  her  rural 
home  it  will  be  with  a  richer  outlook  and  a  deep 
appreciation  of  the  advantages  offered  her  in  her 
rural  surroundings. 

"Rural  hospital  work  is  also  carried  on  by  our 
Sisters.  Everyone  knows  what  good  both  for  body 
and  soul  can  be  accomplished  by  Sisters  in  any 
hospital  but  considering  the  fact  that  in  a  rural 
hospital  the  nursing  Sister  comes  in  closer  con- 
that  her  opportunities  for  ministering  to  their 
tact  with  her  patients  there  can  be  no  doubt  but 


spiritual  needs  are  greater  than  in  the  large 
hospital. 

"I  have  given  you  a  summary  of  the  rural 
activities  of  our  Institute  in  both  Canada  and  the 
United  States.  As  previously  mentioned  we  have 
undertaken  in  the  Diocese  of  Fargo,  only  three 
of  these,  namely,  Vacation  School  Work,  Religious 
Correspondence  Work  and  our  Club  for  the  rural 
girl  working  in  the  city.  As  our  number  increases, 
and  we  hope  it  will  in  the  near  future,  we  shall 
undoubtedly  engage  in  more  of  the  activities. 

'T  wish  to  thank  our  Right  Reverend  Chairman 
and  those  responsible  for  our  being  given  this 
opportunity  of  speaking  to  you.  Our  Community 
is  young  and  our  foundation  in  the  United  States 
much  younger.  We  know,  though,  there  is  work 
to  be  done  and  with  confidence  we  offer  our  mite 
towards  the  Preservation  of  the  Faith  in  Rural 
America." 


Archbishop  Sinnott  Celebrates  Silver  Jubilee  of  Consecration 


ON  Sunday,  September  21st,  St.  Mary's 
Cathedral,  Winnipeg,  was  the  scene  of  im- 
pressive and  solemn  ceremonies  when  the 
parishioners  of  the  Cathedral  and  the  Clergy  of 
the  Archdiocese  gathered  to  do  honour  to  their 
beloved  Archbishop,  the  Most  Reverend  Alfred 
Arthur  Sinnott,  D.D.,  D.C.L.,  who  on  that  day 
celebrated  the  25th  anniversary  of  his  consecra- 
tion as  first  Archbishop  of  Winnipeg. 

Tt  was  with  sincerely  grateful  hearts  that  the 
Sisters  of  Service  joined  their  congratulations 
and  good  wishes  to  the  many  felicitations  prof- 
fered to  His  Excellency  on  this  happy  occasion. 
For  Archbishop  Sinnott  has  been  a  true  friend 
of  our  Community  since  that  long-ago  day  in 
August,  1921,  when  the  S.O.S.  arrived  in  his  dio- 
cese to  open  their  very  first  rural  mission  at  Camp 
Morton.  Under  his  kindly  patronage  that  little 
mission  flourished,  and  to-day  the  S.O.S.  have 
charge  of  three  schools  in  that  district — three 
centres  of  healthy  Catholic  growth  and  learning. 

In  1926,  when  we  opened  our  hostel  for  girls  in 
Winnipeg,  His  Excellency  took  this  second  S.O.S. 
venture  under  his  wine  also  and  lias  always  shown 


the  most  fatherly  interest  in  the  work  conducted 
by  the  Sisters  on  behalf  of  young  girls. 

It  is  not  surprising,  therefore,  that  this  happy 
celebration  was  an  occasion  of  great  joy  for  the 
Sisters  of  Service.  In  reply  to  our  offering  of 
congratulations  and  prayers,  His  Excellency  sent 
to  Sister  General  a  letter  which  we  shall  always 
cherish  and  from  which  we  are  proud  to  quote 
the  following  extract: 

"To  thank  you  and  the  Sisters  of  Service 
for  your  kind  wishes  on  the  occasion  of  my 
Jubilee  is  to  recall  all  my  relations  with 
your  Community  since  August,  1924.  I 
rejoiced  in  your  coming  here  and  I  still  re- 
joice. The  effect  of  your  work  at  Camp 
Morton  is  patent  to  anyone  who  can  compare 
conditions  in  1924  and  1941.  You  did  most 
excellent  work  in  the  beginning  and  you  have 
carried  it  on  through  the  years  with  the 
same  zeal  and  devotion." 

WTe  are  pleased  to  have  this  further  opportunity 
of  wishing  Archbishop  Sinnott  every  happiness, 
and  we  pray  that  God  may  grant  him  many  more 
years  of  service  as  a  prelate  of  the  Church  and 
father  of  souls. 
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Christmas  at  Our  Edmonton  Catechetical  House  and 

New  Sarepta  Missions 


AT  twelve  o'clock  the  Sister  Sacristan  held 
the  taper  ready  as  she  listened  for  footsteps 
on  the  veranda.  At  twenty  minutes  past 
twelve  Sister  set  the  taper  down  and  a  wondering- 
disappointment  registered  on  all  faces  as  we 
turned  and  looked  at  Sister  Superior.  Just  then 
the  telephone  rang  and  a  distressed  voice  asked : 
"Sister,  are  you  expecting  me  there  for  Mass?" 
"Yes,  Father,  the  Hospital  'phoned  saying  that 
you  were  coming."  "All  right,  Sister,  the  nurse 
gave  me  the  wrong  address.  I  am  at  the  Hostel 
but  will  take  a  taxi  over  immediately."  At  20 
minutes  to  one  footsteps  were  heard  and  a  rather 
excited  looking  priest  stood  in  the  front  hail. 
Father  H.  was  a  patient  in  the  hospital  and  al- 
though ill  had  talked  his  doctor  into  granting 
him  permission  to  go  out  for  his  Christmas  Masses. 
How  feiwently  we  assisted  at  those  Masses  and 
received  Holy  Communion !  Truly  was  it  a  fore- 
taste of  the  great  joy  that  awaits  us  in  the 
Eternal  Sanctuary.  Our  little  Chapel,  daintily 
though  poorly  decorated,  was  "Bethlehem"  to  us. 

Just  as  we  started  "Grace"  before  proceeding 
to  the  "feast  in  the  refectory  after  that  in  the 
choir,"  the  two  Sisters  who  had  been  to  Dun- 
vegan — (a  mission  chapel  about  five  miles  out  of 
Edmonton) — for  the  Midnight  Masses,  arrived 
home  and  our  little  Community  was  complete. 
Then,  too,  there  was  the  Christmas  mail,  and 
under  the  tree,  our  parcels.  Humour  and  good 
cheer  were  overflowing  and  the  expressions  of 
delight  frequent  as  one  or  other  picked  up  a 
letter  or  greeting  from  some  dear  one  far  away. 

At  4 :30  a.m.  the  dishes  were  still  to  be  washed 
but  Sister  H.  and  1  tripped  off  to  slumberland 
for  a  two  hours'  rest  for  we  were  scheduled  for 
a  mission  trip  to  New  Sarepta  and  Kelly's  Ranch 
in  the  morning. 

*    #  # 

"Really, — is  that  the  alarm  going  off?"  and, 
sure  enough,  it  was  6:30,  but,  the  Christmas 
Spirit  had  so  enlivened  us  that  even  with  only 
two  hours  of  rest  we  were  ready  to  get  up  with- 
out a  grumble.    It  had  been  such  a  grand  night ! 

The  Journey" 

At  7 :15  the  car  came  to  the  door  and  after  a 
"Merry  Christmas,  Sisters"  and  "A  Joyoxis 
Christmas,  Father  D.,"  we  were  on  our  way.  It 
was  a  cold  foggy  dawn  as  we  sped  along  the 
Calgary  highway  to  the  crossroads  which  led  to 
our  destination.    The  road  was  rough  with  deep 


frozen  snow  and  sleet,  and  the  ditch  on  either 
side  was  dangerously  near  at  times.  Necessarily 
the  driving  on  this  road  was  slow  and  determined 
and  every  few  minutes  the  windshield  would  defy 
sight.  The  automatic  scraper  was  useless  so  the 
Missionary  or  the  Seminarian  (who  accompanied 
Father)  would  vigorously  apply  a  pocket  knife 
to  the  frosted  window  every  mile  or  so. 

At  8 :30  we  reached  the  Church  which  is  five 
miles  out  of  New  Sarepta.  Alone  it  stood  in  a 
20  acre  field  in  black  contrast  to  the  purity  of  the 
deep  sparkling  snow.  The  man  on  whose  property 
the  Church  stands  was  there  lighting  the  fire. 
As  there  were  two  hours  to  wait  for  Mass,  Father 
insisted  that  I  visit  with  the  family  who  live 
nearby.  As  Mass  at  Kelly's  Ranch  (12  miles 
farther  on)  was  to  be  at  9  o'clock.  Sister  and  the 
others  drove  on.  The  drifted  snow  was  so  stub- 
born that  time  and  again  Father  and  the  Semin- 
arian would  have  to  tramp  tracks  for  the  car  to 
pass  through.  The  shovel  was  an  important  ac- 
cessory on  that  trip. 

At  9 :30  Mr.  Hensel  brought  around  the  team 
and  bob-sleighs  to  drive  me  back  to  the  Church. 
(I  will  never  forget  the  happiness  in  that  home 
and  my  visit  there  that  Christmas  morning;  a 
large  family  of  Czecho-Slovakians,  13  years  in 
Canada.)  The  eldest  boy,  a  youth  of  17,  came 
along  with  us.  The  fire  in  the  stove  was  crackling 
briskly  when  we  entered  the  Church  but  I  shiv- 
ered nevertheless. 

The  Church 

The  present  Church  was  previously  a  one-room 
school  and  was  used  as  such  until  the  new  school 
was  built.  The  Catholics  bought  the  building 
and  moved  it  on  to  the  land  of  Mr.  Hensel.  Prior 
to  its  acquisition  Holy  Mass  was  offered  in  a 
house  in  the  village  of  New  Sarepta.  There  are 
four  windows  along  one  side  of  the  structure. 
The  flooring  is  pulled  aAvay  in  places  about  an 
inch  from  the  walls.  The  home-made  benches 
demand  that  one  either  kneel  up  straight  or  sit 
down  properly.  The  Altar,  about  6  feet  by  4  feet 
wide,  has  on  it  two  small  adoring  angels  of  unique 
design,  the  colours  being  dark  brown,  gold  and 
sky  blue.  The  confessional  stands  at  the  right  of 
the  Altar.  The  stove  occupies  a  space  half  way 
down  the  church,  the  pipe  of  which  passes  over 
the  Altar  into  the  chimney.  Such  is  the  "Cathe- 
dral" of  New  Sarepta,  as  we  jokingly  call  it.  The 
Holy  Sacrifice  is  offered  here  once  a  month — 
served  from  the  Cathedral  in  Edmonton. 
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The  "Cathedral"  at  New  Sarcpta. 

The  Congregation 

The  people  of  this  settlement  are  cosmopolitan 
in  nationality — French,  German,  Polish,  Czecho- 
Slovakian,  etc.  The  greater  number  of  them  came 
to  Canada  about  13  years  ago.  They  are  an 
honest,  hard-working,  and  home-loving  people. 
They  have  ploughed  their  land,  built  their  houses 
and  have  clone  very  well  with  their  little  church. 
Each  home  has  from  five  to  fourteen  lovely  chil- 
dren ;  Canada  can  proudly  claim  them  as  "her 
own." 

Having  taken  along  from  our  Convent  a  minia- 
ture Crib  set  we  proceeded  to  set  it  up.  John 
was  sent  to  cut  small  ever-greens  and  fetch  a 
box  and  potato  sacks.  With  the  trees  for  a 
background,  the  sacks  covering  the  box  and 
some  artificial  snow,  we  had  the  nearest  replica 
of  the  Gospel  story  that  one  could  wish  for,  Tt 
was  primitive,  you  may  be  sure. 

Hardly  had  we  finished  setting  it  up  when  the 
congregation  began  to  arrive  in  cars,  trucks, 
horses  and  sleighs.  Many  drove  as  far  as  seven 
miles  by  team  and  sleighs  and  the  greater  num- 
ber were  fasting.  Even  the  young  children  who 
had  made  their  First  Holy  Communion  during 
the  previous  summer  were  awaiting  to  receive 
our  dear  Lord — their  New  born  King.  The 
mothers  had  their  babies,  the  dads  loked  after 
the  two  to  six  year  olds,  while  1  looked  after 
those  from  seven  to  sixteen. 

While  waiting  for  Father  to  arrive,  we  re- 
viewed the  prayers  and  form  for  Confession, 
examination  of  conscience,  etc.  Then  we  held 
choir  practice  and  learned  three  hymns — without 
organ  accompaniment,  the  adults  joining  in 
with  the  school  children.  Still  Father  did  not 
arrive,  so  we  said  the  Beads  for  those  who  were 
suffering  as  a  result  of  the  War.  Patiently  every 
one  waited — then  more  singing  and  more  special- 
intentioned  prayers.  At  11 :45  the  car  drove  up. 
caked  with  frozen  fog:  and  snow.    Pale  and  ex- 


hausted Father  put  on  his  stole  and  went  to  the 
Confessional  and  for  an  hour  he  heard  the  con- 
fessions of  his  Flock.  Mass  followed.  During 
the  Holy  Sacrifice  the  church  was  over-crowded 
but  the  door  had  to  be  kept  closed  so  as  not  to 
make  a  draft.  Nowhere  was  there  kneeling  space 
available.  I  moved  up  near  to  the  younger  por- 
tion of  my  group  to  keep  them  quiet  and  was 
nearly  melted  as  my  position  was  necessarily  near 
the  stove.  I  looked  for  a  place  to  put  my  coat 
but  as  I  could  see  none,  I  had  to  keep  it  on.  The 
old  barrel  stove  was  HOT.  One  wise  young 
mother  made  the  stove  serve  a  double  purpose, 
for  close  to  it  she  had  put  the  baby's  bottle 
and  when  Little  Mary  became  hungry  and  rest- 
less, the  mother  just  went  over  and  took  the 
nicely  warmed  milk.  I  am  sure  other  mothers 
were  wishing  they  had  done  the  same.  The  glad 
Christmas  hymns  were  sung  with  joy  and  rever- 
ence by  both  young  and  old.  At  the  end  of  Mass. 
Father  turned  to  the  people  and  announced  that 
he  was  going  to  say  his  third  Mass,  if  any  one 
wished  to  remain  they  were  welcome  to  do  so. 
To  my  amazement  not  one  person  left  the  Church. 
All  stayed  for  the  second  Mass.  A  few  of  the 
men  went  out  and  warmed  up  the  engine  of  their 
cars  or  trucks  and  returned  to  the  Church. 

After  Mass  came  the  exchanging  of  Christmas 
greetings  and  presents.  As  Father  D.,  of  course, 
had  not  broken  his  fast,  a  French  family  invited 
us  all  to  their  home  for  dinner  which  proved  to 
be  a  real  Christmas  Fea^t.  The  hospitality  of 
these  people  was  characteristic  of  the  Catholic 
French  homes,  and  the  cooking  was  delicious. 

To  be  of  service  in  helping  to  make  others  love 
and  serve  God  with  joy  was  the  happiness  we 
enjoyed  on  that  memorable  Feast  of  the  Incar- 
nation. Christmas  Day  will  always  bring  happily 
to  mind  that  particular  one  spent  in  New  Sarepta. 

S.O.S. 


FROM  A  WESTERNER  DOWN  EAST. 

We  believe  our  readers  will  enjoy  the  following 
letter  which  came  to  us  some  weeks  ago,  accom- 
panied by  a  substantial  cheque.  These  are  the 
messages  that  bring  joy  to  our  missionary 
hearts : 

Dear  Sister  Superior: 

Although  my  husband  and  I  have  lived  in  Alberta 
all  our  lives,  it  has  taken  an  Easterner  to  tell  us  of 
the  wonderful  work  carried  on  by  your  Society  in  the 

West. 

After  reading  the  October  issue  of  "The  Field  at 
Home"  we  felt  that  here  was  an  opportunity  to  help 
our  less  fortunate  Catholic  friends  back  home. 

Will  you  kindly  use  this  small  donation  in  what- 
ever branch  of  your  work  that  most  needs  it? 

May  God  bless  you  abundantly,  is  our  earnest 
prayer. 


ONE  GOOD  MOTHER  IS  WORTH  ONE  HUNDRED  SCHOOLMASTERS. 
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A  MISSIONARY  SCRIVENER-SPEAKS! 


11  ¥~\  LEASE,  will  you  write  an  article  for  our 
Field  at  Home.  Tell  of  some  phase  of 
your  missionary  work  that  would  be  of 
interest  to  the  genera]  public.  There  must  be 
many  interesting  incidents.  .  ." 

This  is  the  type  of  request  that  tends  to  re- 
mind one  that  we,  as  Sisters  of  Service,  are  sup- 
ported in  measure  by  public  funds.  One  cannot 
help  meeting  this  request  with  a  sigh,  for  it  is 
very  difficixlt  to  do  true  justice  to  this  grand 
work  of  the  Canadian  Home  Missions  in  which 
we  are  privileged  to  share.   I'll  tell  you  why. 

The  people  with  whom  we  labour  are  living 
people.  They  are  right  here  on  the  spot,  they 
are  part  of  the  reading  public.  Newspapers  and 
magazines  are  aimed  to  find  their  way  into  homes 
— and  they  do.  One  would  need  the  pen  of  a 
genius  to  cloak  cases  so  aptly  as  to  make  them 
interesting,  true  to  fact,  and  yet  side-step  the  pos- 
sibility of  identification.  I  confess  I  have  no 
such  pen.  When  I  do  attempt  this  sort  of  writ- 
ing, I  always  seem  to  hear  some  one  say,  "Ah, 
surely  that  can  be  kept  sacred  !"  We  envy  our 
cousins  on  the  Foreign  Missions.  They  can  give 
their  pens  full  play  without  fear  of  hurt.  To 
them,  to  write  a  requested  article  must  he  easy 
(in  between  bombs!) 

In  regard  to  money.  Catholic  people  do  not 
insist  upon  knowing-  how  it  is  spent.  They  most- 
ly give  for  God,  but  they  do  sometimes  like  to 
hear  just  what  their  sacrificial  dimes  and  nickels 
are  doing.  I  can  assure  you,  dear  reader,  that 
pennies  in  the  hands  of  missionaries  are  used 
with  a  thriftiness  that  would  outdo  the  canniest 
Scot.  It  is  little  short  of  miraculous  sometimes 
just  how  far  they  are  made  to  go.  What  does 
your  money  do  for  the  Church?  It  gives  to  us 
missionaries  the  essential  things  for  physical  life. 
If  we  had  to  labour  to  win  these  for  ourselves 
we  would  have  less  time  to  devote  to  the  care  of 
souls.  You  give  us  the  roof  that  covers  us,  the 
food  we  eat,  the  clothes  we  wear.  We  do  not 
forget  our  indebtedness  to  you.  who  make  our 
work  possible.  We  give  our  lives — you  give  the 
tools,  so  we  are  partners,  partners  in  a  great 
apostolate.  It  is  only  another  angle  of  the  mys- 
tery of  human  dependency  intertwined  with  the 
Eternal. 

Your  query  might  well  be:  "Is  this  mission 
work  NEVER  self-supporting?"  I  answer:  "Some 
of  it  is,  other  aspects  of  it  will  never  be."  My 
suggestion  is,  gamble  on  the  latter  type  if  you 
are  out  to  win  a  higher  place  in  heaven.  The 
frontiers  of  the  Church  are  ever  pushing  forward, 
imperceptibly  at  times,  but  steadily.  I  have  been 
taught  this — to  look  for  the  wise  adjustings. 
I  do  not  claim  the  thought.    Your  prayers,  your 


alms,  however  small,  your  great-hearted  interest 
all  help  to  keep  life  in  the  men  and  women  who 
form  part  of  that  advance  guard;  again  the  mys- 
tery of  dependency! 

May  I  relate  an  incident  in  passing?  Once  out 
here  in  the  West  I  saw  a  cheque  for  five  hundred 
dollars  arrive  in  a  little  settlement.  It  was  sent 
to  the  people  to  help  them  build  their  church. 
What  a  surprise!  They  were  like  children  on  a 
Christmas  morning.  What  blessings  !  What  com- 
ments! A  veritable  glow  came  over  the  district 
and  lingered  on  faces  and  places.  The  priest  had 
a  far-away  look  in  his  eyes.  One  coidd  tell  that 
with  the  funds  he  had,  and  this  extra,  he  was 
building  already.  He  had  been  rather  discour- 
aged— with  no  church,  no  house.  This  was  the 
hand  of  friendship  on  his  shoulder.  The  cheque 
was  from  the  Extension  Society,  made  up  of 
small  donations  put  together.  I  was  wishing  that 
those  who  gave  could  have  been  present. 

It  is  with  sheer  joy  that  one  claims  that  most 
of  the  S.O.S.  work  comes  under  this  advance- 
guard  category;  especially  that  section  which  is 
devoted  to  the  task  of  helping  to  preserve  the 
faith  among  the  children  of  the  West  until  the 
Church  is  more  fully  established.  This  is  what 
your  prayers  and  your  money  help  make  possible 
in  this  regard.  Instruction  in  religion  to  thous- 
ands (via  the  mail).  Visits  to  homes  of  mixed 
marriages.  Transfer  of  boys  and  girls  from  pub- 
lic to  separate  schools.  Summer  tours  of  rural 
areas  in  an  effort  to  assist  with  the  preparation 
of  children  for  First  Holy  Communion  and  Con- 
firmation. 

Therefore  I  speak  with  burning  enthusiasm 
and  conviction  when  I  claim  that  in  sponsoring 
this  work  you  are  sponsoring  a  set-up  that  will 
develop  into  one  of  the  greatest  and  most  needed 
works  of  the  Catholic  West.  It  is  well  on  its 
way  there  already.  Mixed  marriages  are  becom- 
ing more  and  more  numerous — the  war,  as  you 
know.  Population  increase  is  everywhere  ap- 
parent. All  this  creates  new  needs,  opens  new 
frontiers.  Thus  is  your  money  spent — that  part 
at  any  rate  which  is  allotted  to  the  catechism 
section.  We  may  not  be  able  to  write  you  such 
stirring  articles  as  we  would  wish,  but  there  may 
come  to  you  inspiration  in  this  thought. 

We  know,  dear  reader,  that  demands  upon  you 
are  many  and  heavy  on  account  of  war.  That  is 
a  duty,  and  it  must  go  on — on  to  Victory.  In 
giving  to  us,  your  patriotism  has  been  extended, 
made  deeper,  made  holier,  for  in  helping  with 
the  children  of  Canada,  you  have  espoused  a 
cause,  the  worth  of  which  needs  no  feeble  words 
of  mine  to  describe— so  CARRY  ON!  S.O.S. 


ONE  BUILDS  BEST  ON  HIS  OWN  GROUND. 
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Christmas  At  The  C.C.B. 


DO  YOU  remember  Christmas  when  you  were 
a  child?  The  thrill  of  waking-  up  on 
Christmas  morning,  and  in  the  dim  light, 
feeling  the  lumps  in  your  bulging  stocking,  and 
wondering  what  it  could  contain.  Then  the 
squeals  of  delight  as  one  after  another  the  gifts 
came  tumbling  out.  The  doll  with  the  flaxen 
hair,  the  automobile  that  really 
the  story  book,  candy,  nuts ! 
glimpse  of  the  Christmas  tree 
lights!    And  that  sweetest  memory 


went,  the  train. 
Then  your  first 
with  its  starry 
of  all,  your 


first  Midnight  Mass!  The  beautifully  decorated 
altar,  the  familiar  Christmas  hymns,  and  do  you 
remember  kneeling  before  the  Crib?  You  could 
almost  feel  the  cold  wind  as  it  blew  thro\;gh 
that  little  Bethlehem  stable,  and  how  you  longed 
to  be  able  to  do  something  for  that  Holy  Babe 
lying  on  the  straw  !  These  are  precious  memories 
that  will  always  remain  enshrined  in  cur  hearts. 

To-day  Christmas  has  a  fuller  and  richer 
meaning  for  us,  and  in  this  time  of  sorrow  and 
anxiety  it  will  be  tinged  with  sadness,  for  there 
is  so  much  suffering  all  around,  and  so  many 
have  forgotten  the  message  of  peace  that  the 
Infant  Saviour  brought  to  the  world.  We  look 
for  the  happiness  of  yesteryear,  and  perhaps  we 
think  that  it  has  gone  forever,  but  yet,  it  can 
be  ours  for  the  seeking.  Look  into  the  eyes  of  a 
little  child  as  it  sees  the  gift  you  gave  it  on 
Christmas  morning,  watch  the  look  of  reverent 
awe  that  comes  over  the  little  face  as  it  looks 
at  the  Christmas  Crib  that  you  have  shown  it. 
There  you  can  enkindle  the  light  that  once  burned 
so  brightly  in  your  own  heart,  there  you  can  re- 
vive the  old  happy  memories  of  bygone  days. 

One  of  the  saddest  things  is  the  fact  that 
to-day,  especially  in  the  country  districts  of  the 
great  "West,  there  are  little  children  whose  eyes 
will  not  kindle  with  joy  on  Christmas  morning. 


just  because  for  them  the  Christmas  stocking  will 
be  empty,  and  the  lights  of  the  Christmas  tree 
will  not  shine,  and,  the  greatest  tragedy  of  all. 
there  are  many  to  whom  the  Christmas  Crib  will 
be  unknown. 

In  order  to  bring  happiness  this  year  to  some 
little  country  children  the  Sisters  of  Service  at 
the  Catholic  Central  Bureau  in  Winnipeg  have 
organized  a  campaign  to  get  toys  and  other 
things  dear  to  the  childish  heart.  Appeals  were 
made  in  the  Press,  from  the  pulpits,  and  letters 
were  written  to  Schools  and  Catholic  Clubs,  and 
as  the  toys  came  in  they  were  laid  at  the  Feet 
of  the  Infant  Saviour  in  the  main  office  of  the 
Bureau.  There  they  will  remain  until  they  are 
sent  out  to  the  country  priests  to  be  distributed 
among  the  children  of  the  Archdiocese  of  Winni- 
peg. The  response  has  been  generous — even  little 
children  have  brought  in  their  offerings,  and  to 
all  we  tender  our  heartfelt  thanks,  and  the  pro- 
mise of  a  blessing  from  the  Christ  of  Little 
Children,  for  remember  at  Christmas  He  became 
a  child,  and  He  has  a  special  love  for  those  who 
help  His  little  ones. 


TO  OUR  FRIENDS 


The  Sisters  of  Service  do  not  tire  in 
their  ministration  to  the  most  aban- 
doned souls.  Please  don't  tire  in  aiding 
them.  They  depend  on  your  generosity 
to  continue  their  work  in  the  Home- 
Mission-Field. 


TACT  IS  TOUCH — IT  MEANS  THE  WAY  ONE  TAKES  HOLD 


JANUARY,  1942 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


1 1 


S.O.S.  Activities  in  B.C. 

Back  to  Lasqueti. 

During  the  first  ten  days  of  July,  the  Sisters 
stationed  at  Vancouver  made  a  return  trip  to  Las- 
qneti  Island.  Catholic  families  were  again  visited 
and  the  children  gathered  for  religious  instimc- 
tion.  Two  of  the  children  made  their  First 
Holy  Communion  and  one  little  girl  was  allowed 
to  make  her  first  Confession. 

There  is,  of  course,  a  great  deal  of  work  to 
be  done  among  the  adults,  but  it  is  practically  im- 
possible to  get  them  together  for  instruction. 
One  elderly  lady  was  prepared  to  receive  the 
Sacrament  of  Penance.  She  had  been  baptized  a 
Catholic  when  very  small.  Now,  nearing  the  end 
of  her  years  and  in  very  poor  health,  she  wished 
to  make  her  First  Communion. 

The  people  of  this  lovely  island  are  looking 
forward  to  next  summer  when  they  hope  to  see  a 
few  more  of  their  little  ones  receive  their  Lord 
and  Master. 

In  the  Cariboo  District. 

"We  left  Vancouver  in  the  midst  of  pouring 
rain,  but  one  hundred  miles  out  we  left  the  rain 
behind  and  came  into  the  sunshine.  "We  reached 
Lytton  at  5.30  p.m.  This  lovely  town  is  situated 
at  the  mouth  of  the  Thompson  River.  One  day 
during  our  stay  here  we  walked  down  to  the 
water's  edge  and  watched  the  green  waters  of 
the  Thompson  tumble  into  the  Fraser.  The  two 
waters — green  and  brown — run  side  by  side  with- 
out mingling  for  over  three  hundred  yards. 

At  Lytton  we  received  a  hearty  welcome  from 
all.  Classes  for  the  children  were  held  after 
school  and  adults  were  instructed  in  the  even- 
ing. These  classes  were  especially  requested 
by  the  people  themselves.  Lytton  is  a  prosperous 
little  town.  The  homes  are  comfortable,  with 
every  convenience.  The  Catholics  are  very  eager 
to  learn  more  about  their  Faith  and  to  have  their 
children  receive  instruction,  but  their  busy  priest 
has  seven  missions  and  is  only  able  to  get  to 
them  once  a  month. 

We  left  for  Lilooet  on  Thursday  afternoon, 
arriving  in  the  evening.  A  wonderful  welcome 
awaited  us  here  also.  Classes  were  conducted 
after  school  and  families  visited  during  the  day. 
One  kind  lady  drove  us  out  to  see  beautiful  Seton 
Lake.  The  adults  here  were  deprived  of  religious 
training  when  they  were  growing  up,  so  they  are 


unable  to  instruct  their  children.  They  have  been 
without  religious  instruction  so  long  that  they 
are  not  eager  to  continue  studies  now.  The  chil- 
dren, following  their  example,  take  their  reli- 
gion very  lightly.  For  some  time  now  they  have 
been  attending  every  service  held  in  the  town 
regardless  of  denomination.  However,  if  they 
had  more  spiritual  opportunities  they  would 
doubtless  soon  be  fervent  Catholics. 

"We  returned  to  Vancouver  as  we  left — in  the 
rain.  The  road  is  rather  dangerous  at  any  time, 
but  particularly  so  in  the  rain.  Father  had  to 
get  out  several  times  and  throw  rocks  off  the 
road.  At  one  place  we  had  to  wait  until  the 
road  worker  cleared  the  way.  But  thanks  to  St. 
Christopher,  we  arrived  home  without  mishap. 

S.O.S. 


PRESENTATION  TO  BISHOP  WHELAN. 

ON  THE  evening  of  October  23rd  the  girls 
of  the  Sisters  of  Service  Club,  Montreal, 
had  the  opportunity  of  formally  express- 
ing to  Bishop  "Whelan  their  grateful  apprecia- 
tion for  his  kindly  interest  in  them  during  the 
past  nine  years. 

A  programme  of  vocal  and  instrumental  music 
provided  a.  graceful  setting  for  the  Address  and 
Presentation  of  a  Spiritual  Bouquet.  The  singing 
was  conducted  by  Miss  Mary  Shea,  with  Miss 
Anne  Ryan  at  the  piano.  The  address  was  read 
by  Miss  Jean  Gallant  and  Miss  Margaret  Mac- 
Donald  presented  the  Spiritual  Bouquet  which 
took  the  form  of  a  hand-painted  scroll  with  back- 
ground of  satin,  mounted  on  an  easel.  At  the 
top  left-hand  corner  of  the  scroll  was  a  hand- 
painted  pastoral  cross,  a  replica  of  the  one  pre- 
sented by  the  Club  to  His  Excellency  on  the  oc- 
casion of  his  consecration. 

Bishop  "Whelan  showed  much  pleasure  at  this 
evidence  of  the  affectionate  regard  in  which  he 
is  held  by  the  members  of  the  Club.  In  replying 
to  the  address,  he  stressed  especially  his  appre- 
ciation of  their  greatest  and  best  gift — prayer. 
His  Excellency  also  gave  renewed  assurance  of 
his  continued  interest  in  the  Sisters  of  Service 
and  the  girls  under  their  charge. 

Reverend  Sister  Kathleen  Schenck,  Superior, 
thanked  His  Excellency  for  the  honour  conferred 
by  his  attendance  and  expressed  the  hope  that 
the  heartfelt  wishes  extended  to  him  that  even- 
ing' would  be  realized  a  hundred  fold. 


\4V 
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Prayer  for  Vocations  Composed  by  Pope  Pius  XII 


THE  recent  action  of  the  Sacred  Congrega- 
tion of  Seminaries  and  Universities  in  send- 
ing to  the  Central  Bureaus  of  Catholic  Ac- 
tion in  Latin  America  the  text  of  the  "Prayer  for 
Vocations"  composed  by  the  present  Holy  Father 
when  he  was  Cardinal  Secretary  of  State,  has 
served  to  focus  attention  on  that  invocation. 
The  text  of  the  prayer  is  as  follows: 
"O  Jesus,  Who  from  the  tenderness  of  Thy 
Divine  Heart  uttered  the  first  cry  of  compassion 
for  poor  humanity  seeking  a  guide  that  might 
conduct  it  along  the  difficult  paths  of  the  world, 
towards  the  lighl  and  the  life;  0  Lord,  Who 
maketh  messengers  of  Thy  angels  and  flaming 
fires  of  Thy  ministers ;  send  to  these  people  who 
are  Thine,  and  who  wish  to  be  Thine,  many 
priests  and  vest  them  with  justice  so  that  Thy 
Saints  may  rejoice. 

"Thou,  Who  knowest  all  hearts,  indicate  the 
elect  to  whom  Thou  wouldst  wish  to  entrust  so 
sublime  a  ministry  of  truth  and  love.  Enlighten 
their  minds  so  that  they  may  comprehend  the  in- 
estimable grace  of  Thy  divine  call;  fortify  their 
wills  so  that  they  shall  not  permit  themselves 
to  be  conquered  by  laxity  and  pleasure,  to  stum- 
ble into  quicksands  concealed  by  the  vapours  of 
human  cupidity ;  so  that  they  shall  not  fear 
sacrifice  but  shall  spread  their  wings  and,  like 
the  royal  eagle,  soar  towards  the  serene  and  re- 
splendent heights  of  Thy  eternal  priesthood. 
Reveal  to  their  parents  the  grandeur  and  incom- 
parable beauty  of  the  gift  of  their  own  sons,  that 
they  would  make  to  Thee  and  grant  them  the 
strength  to  overcome  opposing  interests  and  affec- 
tions. Inspire  in  generous  souls  an  efficacious  de- 
sire to  come,  with  charitable  hands,  to  the  aid 
of  Thine  elect  whom  poverty  prevents  from  fol- 


lowing Thy  voice.  Bestow  upon  their  teachers 
the  essential  light  for  cultivating  in  their  young 
hearts  the  delicate  plant  of  a  vocation  until  the 
day  when,  ardent  and  pure,  they  shall  mount  to 
Thy  holy  altar. 

"And  then,  0  Jesus,  in  their  turn  may  they 
become  true  angels  for  Thy  people :  angels  of 
purity  who  renounce  for  Thy  divine  love  all  hu- 
man love,  tender  and  holy  though  it  be ;  angels  of 
charity  who  renounce  the  sweetness  of  an  earthly 
family  to  create  another  and  greater  family  of 
which  they  shall  he  both  father  and  pastor,  and 
in  which  the  little  ones,  the  unfortunate,  the 
weary  and  the  abandoned  shall  be  the  object  of 
their  predilection ;  angels  of  light,  through  whom 
faith  in  Thee  shall  cause  human  intelligences  to  be 
as  resplendent  as  the  morning  star;  angels  of  sacri- 
fice who  shall  be  consumed  for  the  welfare  of  their 
brethren  like  holocaustal  flames;  angels  of  counsel 
ami  of  comfort  who  shall  console  them  in  their 
grief,  sustain  them  in  the  combat,  and  point  out  to 
them  in  the  anguishing  hour  of  doubt,  the  lumin- 
ous way  of  virtue  and  duty ;  angels  of  grace  who 
shall  purify  and  solace  souls  and  unite  them 
to  Thee  by  distributing  among  them  the  Bread  of 
Life;  angels  of  peace  who.  at  the  moment  of  death, 
shall  cause  them  to  taste  the  inexpressible  sweetness 
of  desire  for  and  love  of  Thee,  and  shall  open  to 
them— rapt  in  the  ecstasy  of  Thy  divine  kiss — the 
gates  of  Heaven  where  Thou  art  the  Light  and  the 
infinite  Joy  of  hearts,  world  without  end.  Amen." 
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ALL  THE  DAY  LONG.  By  Daniel  Sargent. 
Longmans,  Green  &  Company,  Inc.  55  Fifth 
Avenue,  New  York.    Price  $2.50. 

In  this  interest-laden  volume,  Mr.  Sargent  has 
given  us  a  fascinating  portrayal  of  the  life  and 
labours  of  Bishop  James  Anthony  "Walsh,  Co- 
Founder  of  Maryknoll,  the  first  American  Foreign 
Mission  Seminary. 

Mr.  Sargent  has  made  Bishop  Walsh  live  in 
our  minds  and  hearts.  We  close  the  book  with 
the  realization  that  we  have  been  privileged  to 
look  into  the  life  of  a  man  who  was  not  only 
a  great  missionary,  but  who  was  also  the  instru- 
ment used  by  God  to  arouse  in  the  hearts  of 
American  Catholics  a  consciousness  of  their  obli- 
gations towards  foreign  missions. 

Bishop  "Walsh  received  his  priestly  training 
at  a  Sulpician  seminary  where  he  "grew  into  an 
apostle  according  to  the  Sulpician  mode."  Here 
his  spiritual  adviser  was  the  Abbe  Hogan,  a 
priest  who  inculcated  in  his  seminarians  an  under- 
standing of  general  apostolicity  by  acquainting 
them  with  the  apostolicity  of  foreign  missioners. 
The  Abbe  had  been  a  fellow-student  in  France 
with  Theophane  Venard,  and  he  often  read  to  the 
seminarians  letters  written  by  this  "modern 
martyr"  to  friends  and  relatives.  The  story  of 
this  French  martyr  entered  into  the  blood  of 
James  Anthony  Walsh.  He  found  in  him  a  com- 
panion dear  to  his  heart,  one  whose  tender  human 
affections  called  to  his  affections.  And  this  devotion 
to  Theophane  Venard  never  left  him ;  in  fact, 
one  might  say  it  was  the  inspiration  of  his  long 
missionary  life. 

After  ordination  in  May,  1892,  Father  Walsh 
spent  some  time  as  parish  assistant.  These  years 
did  not  dim  his  interest  in  foreign  missions,  but 
it  was  not  until  March,  1903,  when  he  was  ap- 
pointed Diocesan  Director  of  the  S.P.F.,  that  he 
was  actually  in  touch  with  the  vast  foreign 
mission  field.  It  is  significant  that  when  he 
accepted  this  position  he  said  to  himself  very 
positively:  "I  am  going  to  stay  in  this  work  for 
the  rest  of  my  life."    Which  he  did ! 

As  Director  of  the  S.P.F.  Father  Walsh  soon 
realized  the  apathy  of  American  Catholics  in 
general  towards  foreign  missions.  He  therefore 
bent  his  energies  to  the  correction  of  this  con- 
dition, and  to  this  end  he  inaugurated  a  mission 
magazine — -"The  Field  Afar,"  which  aimed  at 
catching  the  eye  and  the  interest  of  readers  by 
its  general  liveliness,  picturesque  pictures  and 
readable  stories. 

The  next  step  was  the  foundation  of  a  Foreign 
Mission  Seminary  to  foster  and  nourish  vocations 


for  the  field  afar.  For  a  long  time  this  seemed  an 
impossible  dream.  But  at  this  juncture  Father 
Walsh  made  the  acquaintance  of  Father  Price, 
a  battle-scarred  missioner  of  North  Carolina. 
These  two — both  ardent  devotees  of  the  missions 
— became  fast  friends  and  henceforth  worked  to- 
gether for  the  realization  of  their  great  desire — 
an  American  Foreign  Mission  Seminary.  "Walsh 
&  Price"  as  they  came  to  be  affectionately  called, 
laboured  indefatigably  towards  this  goal,  and  at 
last  in  June,  1911,  they  had  the  happiness  of 
visiting  Rome  and  receiving  from  the  Holy  Father 
the  approval  of  their  project  to  found  a  seminary 
in  the  United  States  for  the  training  of  foreign 
missionaries. 

Mr.  Sargent  then  gives  us  in  his  inimitable 
style  the  story  of  the  birth  and  growth  of  the 
Seminary  with  its  "Bethlehem"  at  Hawthorne  and 
its  "Nazareth"  at  Sunset  Hill.  On  November 
21st.  1912,  Feast  of  the  Presentation  of  Our  Lady 
and  the  earthly  birthday  of  Theophane  Venard, 
the  new  Society's  patron,  the  first  six  foreign 
mission  students  received  cassock  and  cincture 
"with  a  joyous  restraint  and  peace  born  of  a  com- 
mon desire  to  sacrifice  all  for  God." 

In  the  chapters  that  follow  we  see  Father 
Walsh  as  a  trainer  of  missioners,  as  a  traveller 
in  mission  lands,  as  a  builder  of  mission  centres, 
at  home  and  abroad,  as  a  strengthener  and  con- 
solidator  of  vast  mission  enterprises,  as  a  bishop, 
tending  and  guarding  his  flock  of  missioners  at 
home  and  in  the  field  afar,  and  lastly  as  a  sufferer, 
offering  pain  and  physical  helplessness  as  he  had 
offered  every  active  moment  of  his  long  priestly 
life — for  missions. 

"Well  might  Archbishop  McNicholas  say  of  him 
at  his  funeral,  which  was  presided  over  by  Car- 
dinal Hayes  in  St.  Patrick's  Cathedral:  "I  do 
not  hesitate  to  say  that  Bishop  Walsh  is  the 
greatest  missionary  that  America  has  ever  given 
to  the  Church.  His  Society  has  clone  more  to 
make  America  mission-minded  than  all  the 
religious  institutes  of  our  country." 

"We  heartily  recommend  to  our  readers  this 
biography  of  one  who  took  for  his  episcopal 
motto  the  words,  "Primum  Regnum  Dei"  and 
lived  conscieutiouslv  up  to  its  implications — 
"ALL  THE  DAY  LONG." 


To  the  never-ending  list  of  "howlers"  must 
be  added  a  schoolgirl's  account  of  the  Act  of 
Supremacy — "Henry  VIII  married  a  wife.  After 
a  time  he  tired  of  her  and  married  another.  He 
did  this  six  times.  This  was  called  the  Act  of 
Supremacy !" 


HE  THAT  IS  FULL  OP  HIMSELF  IS  EMPTY. 
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A  Christmas 
Alphabet 


IN  HONOUR  OF 
THE  CHILD 
JESUS 


A  for  the  Angel  who  came  down  to  earth, 
To  tell  the  glad  news  of  the  Saviour's  birth. 

B  for  the  Baby,  so  winsome  and  fair, 

Enrapturing  Mary,  His  sweet  Mother  there. 

0  for  His  Cheeks,  soft  and  pink  like  a  rose. 
All  perfumed  with  kisses  that  Mother  bestows. 

D  for  His  Dimples  increasing  the  charms 

Of  the  amiable  Babe  in  the  Mother's  fond  arms. 

E  for  the  Eucharist,  Food  of  my  soul. 

The  same  Little  Jesus,  complete  and  whole. 

F  for  His  Fingers  that  wistfully  seek 

The  velvety  softness  of  Mary's  warm  cheek. 

G  for  the  Grace  that  He  sheds  all  around. 

Ah,  let  Thy  sweet  grace  in  my  heart  be  found. 

H  for  His  Hands — oh,  such  wee  feeble  things. 
Yet,  the  Hands  of  my  Maker,  the  King  of  all 
kings. 


P  is  for  Peace  for  all  men  of  good  will. 

Lo !  that  sweet  message  abides  with  us  still. 

Q  for  the  Quietness  of  Bethlehem's  cave. 

The  Home  of  a  King,  come  poor  sinners  to  save. 

R  for  Rejoicing  in  Heaven,  on  earth, 

Yes,  all  are  made  glad  at  the  Saviour's  birth. 

S  for  His  Smiles;  'tis  for  Mary  and  me; 
See,  dear  little  Jesus,  I  smile  upon  Thee. 

T  for  His  Tears  shed  through  sorrow  and  pain. 
Ah  !  flow  on  my  hard  heart  like  moistening  rain. 

U  for  the  Unity,  found  in  those  Three; 
Jesus.  Mary,  and  Joseph,  be  ever  with  me. 

V  for  the  Violet  hidden  beneath 

The  swaddling  bands;  'tis  Humility's  breath. 

W  stands  for  the  worship  now  given 

To  Jesus,  Who  reigns  in  His  Kingdom  of 
Heaven. 

X  is  for  Xmas,  His  Birthday;  with  joy 

And  fervour  we  greet  Mary's  sweet  Infant  Boy. 

Y  is  for  "Yes,"  when  His  Will  I  must  do. 
To  prove  my  affection  is  loyal  and  true. 

Z  for  the  Zeal  that  I  fain  would  possess, 
That  others,  dear  Jesus,  may  worship  and 
bless. 


I  for  His  Infancy,  helpless  yet  He 

Created  the  heavens,  the  earth,  you  and  me. 

J  is  for  Jesus,  of  all  names  most  sweet. 

Ah,  let  me  with  fervour  that  dear  Name  repeat. 

K  for  my  King,  little  Monarch  of  Pow'r. 

He  rules  o'er  the  world,  His  Heart  is  my  dower. 

L  is  the  Love  of  my  Jesus  for  me. 

Yes,  mine  in  return,  Lord,  I  offer  to  Thee. 

M  is  for  Mary — His  Mother  and  mine. 

For  is  not  wee  Jesus  my  Brother  Divine? 

N  His  Nativity;  yet  He  is  burn 

Again  in  my  heart  each  Communion  morn. 

0  for  the  Oneness  of  God,  by  whose  plan. 

The  Second  great  Person  for  us  became  man. 

IS  RELIGION  YOITR,  STEERING  WHEEL.  OR  IS  IT  ONLY  YOl  R  SPARE  WHEEL' 
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The  Adventures  < 

KITTY'S  FIRST  CAR  RIDE. 

KITTY  Puss  lay  curled  on  the  stone  pillar 
one  afternoon  at  sunset.  The  tip  of  his 
tail  waved  lazily  to  and  fro.  his  eyes 
were  half  closed  and  his  whole  attitude  radiated 
peace  and  contentment  with  himself  and  the  whole 
world. 

Suddenly  a  noise  broke  the  stillness.  Kitty 
Puss  jumped  to  his  paws — eyes  wide  open— ready 
for  action.  He  could  not  be  mistaken  in  that 
whirring  sound.  One  of  those  hated  car  mons- 
ters was  near. 

He  Avas  right.  Presently  it  flew  around  the 
corner  and  made  straight  for  the  gateway.  Kitty 
Puss  ran  as  fast  as  his  legs  would  carry  him. 
From  the  shelter  of  a  branch  of  the  maple  tree 
he  watched  the  thing  come  to  a  stand-still  in 
front  of  the  door. 

Then  from  the  very  inside  of  the  monster  out 
jumped  Billy  and  Betty,  laughing  and  talking  ex- 
citedly. Kitty  stared — 'fascinated.  How  could 
they  he  brave  enough  to  be  so  near  such  a  cruel 
snorting  creature ! 

Presently  Betty  spied  Kitty.  "Oh,  Billy." 
she  cried,  seizing  him  by  the  arm  and  pointing, 
"just  look  at  Kitty!  He  was  so  afraid  of  the 
car  that  he  ran  away  up  the  maple  tree." 

"He'll  have  to  get  over  that,"  announced  Billy 
decidedly.  "Now  that  we  have  our  own  car 
we'll  take  him  out  in  it  sometimes." 

At  this  Kitty's  fur  almost  stood  on  end.  What ! 
Take  him  in  that  ugly,  black  thing  with  the  glar- 
ing eyes ! 

"Not  if  I  know  it,"  he  said  to  himself,  feeling 
thankful  that  he  could  climb  so  high  and  so  fast. 

"Come  on  down,  Kitty  Puss,  and  see  our  nice 
new  car,"  coaxed  Betty,  but  Kitty  was  not  to  be 
persuaded.  He  had  had  enough  of  cars  for  a 
lifetime,  in  his  opinion.  So  he  remained  high  up 
in  the  tree  all  through  supper  time  and  did  not 
come  down  until  he  knew  the  children  were  in  bed. 
Then,  when  he  considered  all  was  safe,  he  crept 
into  the  kitchen  and  drank  his  saucer  of  milk. 

Next  morning,  however,  Billy  was  up  early 
and  caught  Kitty  Puss  while  he  was  still  dozing 
in  his  cosy  corner.  "Oh,  Betty,"  he  called  to  his 
sister,  "I've  got  Kitty  Puss.  Let's  take  him  with 
us  to  the  market  to  get  the  meat." 

This  sounded  good  to  Kitty,  for  he  was  sure 
of  getting  a  few  scraps.  But  when  they  went 
outside  and  the  children  started  towards  the  great 
black  monster  which  was  still  standing  by  the 
gate,  Kitty  began  to  protest.  His  tail  bristled  and 
he  struggled  fiercely. 

"He  doesn't  want  to  go  in  the  car,"  said 

APPRECIATION  IS  A  POWERFUL  T 


)f  Kitty  Puss— III 

Betty.  "I'm  afraid  he'll  never  keep  still.  Sup- 
pose he  jumps  out  in  the  street  and  we  lose  him." 

"We'll  have  to  hold  him  tight.  He's  just  got 
to  be  trained  to  go  driving.  He's  so  beautiful 
everybody  will  admire  him  sitting  in  the  car." 

But  even  this  reference  to  his  beauty  could 
not  reconcile  Kitty  to  the  idea  of  close  contact 
with  the  monster.  However,  he  had  no  choice  in 
the  matter.  He  was  taken  into  the  thing,  both 
children  holding  him.  Uncle  Charlie  jumped  into 
the  front  seat  and  immediately  the  whirring  sound 
began. 

Kitty  Puss  wiggled  this  way  and  that  in  an 
effort  to  free  himself  from  the  children's  encirc- 
ling arms.  But  they  would  not  let  him  go.  Pres- 
ently there  came  that  loud  snort,  three  times  re- 
peated, that  always  terrified  Kitty.  In  an  agony 
of  terror  he  growled  and  scratched  at  everything 
within  reach  as  he  felt  the  car  moving. 

"Naughty  Kitty!"  cried  Billy.  "He's  scratch- 
ed my  finger." 

"Poor  thing!  He's  so  frightened.  You'll  have 
to  forgive  him,"  excused  Betty.  "His  heart's 
beating  so  fast." 

"Yes,  and  he's  trembling  all  over,  but  he  has 
to  get  over  it,"  said  Billy,  doggedly. 

Uncle  Charlie  turned  round.  "This  is  what 
I  call  cruelty  to  animals,"  he  said  smilingly. 

"Oh,  but  he  really  won't  mind  after  a  few 
times,"  answered  Billy. 

"Perhaps  not,"  agreed  their  uncle.  "Anyhow, 
he's  your  cat  and  I  suppose  you  can  train  him  as 
you  like." 

By  this  time  they  were  speeding  along  Bay 
Street.  Kitty  Puss  had  given  up  struggling  and 
was  crouched  between  the  children,  his  head 
buried  behind  Billy's  back. 

Betty  kept  stroking  him  soothingly.  "He's 
like  an  ostrich,"  she  told  Billy.  "He  thinks  be- 
cause his  head  is  hidden  he's  all  right." 

Presently  they  came  to  the  meat  market.  The 
car  stopped  and  Uncle  Charlie  got  out.  "We'll 
stay  here  to  mind  Kitty,"  said  Billy.  "Be  sure  to 
bring  him  some  scraps." 

"I  wonder  what  he'll  do  now,"  began  Betty, 
and  just  then  Kitty  Puss  withdrew  his  head  from 
behind  Billy  and  started  to  look  around. 

"Goodness  gracious,"  he  thought  to  himself. 
"What  a  strange  place  this  is!"  Even  in  the 
midst  of  his  fear  he  couldn't  help  being  a  little 
curious.  The  black  monster  was  quiet  now  and 
did  not  seem  so  dangerous.  Kitty  thought  he 
had  never  before  seen  so  many  people.  But  what 
was  most  interesting  was  the  nice  meat  hanging 
around. 

"I  think  I'll  go  and  get  some,"  he  decided, 
NIC — BE  GENEROUS  IN  GIVING  IT. 
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and  jumped  on  to  the  side  of  the  open  car  win- 
dow, ready  to  spring  out. 

"No,  you  don't,"  cried  Billy,  catching  him 
just  in  time,  and  pulling  him  back.  "If  you  get 
out  here  you'll  be  killed  and  never  see  us  again." 
That  would  be  terrible,  thought  Kitty,  and  kept 
quite  still  until  Uncle  Charlie  returned.  He 
brought  some  nice  scraps. 

"For  being  such  a  good  Kitty,  you  shall  have 
what  you  like  best,"  said  Betty,  picking  out 
the  best  bits  of  meat  and  giving  them  to  Kitty 
Puss. 

It  was  a  glorious  feed,  but  as  the  last  morsel 
went  down,  Uncle  Charlie  started  the  car  again. 
This  was  what  Kitty  couldn't  stand.  In  the 
twinkling  of  an  eye  he  jumped  on  the  seat  and 
buried  his  head  again — this  time  behind  Betty. 

Nothing  would  coax  him  to  move  it  either. 
If  they  tried  to  pull  him  out  he  only  burrowed 
further  in.  Presently  they  arrived  home.  The 
car  stopped  and  Billy  and  Betty  jumped  out. 

"Let's  keep  quiet  and  see  Avhat  he'll  do," 
said  Billy. 

At  first  Kitty  remained  with  his  head  buried, 
but  after  a  while  the  stillness  made  him  realize 
something  had  happened. 

Slowly  he  raised  his  head.  Everything  was 
quiet — the  huge  black  monster  was  motionless. 
Cautiously  Kitty  Puss  raised  his  head  above  the 
door  and  looked  out,  his  eyes  stretched  wide  with 
mingled  curiosity  and  fear. 

Then  suddenly  his  face  brightened  with  a 
great  hope.  Surely  he  knew  those  pink  walls  and 
honeysuckle  vines.    He  was  home  again! 

...  "Look  at  the  joy  in  his  face,"  whispered  Billy. 
"He's  found  out  where  he  is."  Just  then  Kitty 
gave  a  joyful  spring  out  of  the  car  and  never 
stopped  running  until  he  had  reached  his  own 
cosy  bed. 

The  children  walked  slowly  towards  the  house. 
"Do  you  think  he'll  ever  ride  willingly?"  queried 
Betty  doubtfully. 

"Sure  he  will,"  replied  Billy  convincingly. 
"He'll  love  it  as  much  as  we  do  some  day.  Just 
give  him  time." 

And  future  days  proved  that  Billy  was  not  a 
bad  prophet. 


3n  jfHemortam 

At  her  home  in  London,  Ontario,  on 
October  7th,  Mrs.  M.  L.  Prezell,  a  very 
dear  friend  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  and 
an  ardent  devotee  of  our  missionary  work, 
was  summoned  by  the  Angel  of  Death  to 
her  eternal  reward. 

Although  her  passing  has  deprived  the 
S.O.S.  of  the  earthly  presence  of  a  true 
friend,  we  have  the  consolation  of  knowing 
we  have  gained  another  intercessor  before 
the  Great  "White  Throne.  For  it  is  not 
possible  for  one  who  so  faithfully  followed 
our  work  in  its  every  branch  and  gave  so 
generously  of  time,  energy  and  material 
assistance  will  be  less  interested  in  the 
spread  of  Christ's  Kingdom  now  that  she 
has  "(ine  to  be  with  Him  in  His  Eternal 
Home. 

Mrs.  Frezell  took  a  very  special  interest 
in  our  rural  work  in  "Western  Canada. 
Through  her  generosity  Christmas  was  made 
merry  year  after  year  for  many  of  the  poor 
little  ones  of  Christ.  Never  did  we  appeal 
to  her  for  help  without  receiving  an  imme- 
diate response  given  so  graciously  and  so 
cheerfully  that  it  was  almost  a  pleasure  to 
"ask  for  help." 

We  ask  the  readers  of  the  "Field  at 
Home"  to  remember  in  their  prayers  this 
good  benefactress  of  our  Community  and 
to  the  relatives  of  Mrs.  Frezell  we  offer 
heartfelt  sympathy  in  their  bereavement. 

REQUIESCAT  IX  PACE 


GRATITUDE  SUBSTANTIALLY  EXPRESSED. 

The  following  letter,  recently  received  at  our 
Hegina  catechetical  house,  is  one  of  the  consoling 
proofs  that  our  efforts  to  instruct  children  by 
mail  is  often  sincerely  appreciated: 

Dear  Sisters  of  Service: 

Enclosed  please  find  $2.00   for  your  service  to 
my  children.    And  I  ask  you  to  pray  for  my  family 
and  me,  so  we  may  become  true  followers  of  Christ. 
Thanking  you,  I  am. 


•  SLIPPERY  MONEY." 

From  Cochin,  St.  Francis  Xavier  wrote  to  the 
Queen  of  Portugal,  begging  that  the  "slippery 
money"  of  four  hundred  crowns  a  year  which 
she  derived  from  the  Pearl  Fisheries  might  be 
diverted  to  the  support  of  his  catechists,  since 
"she  could  have  no  titter  sines  or  pantofles  to 
climb  to  heaven  than  the  Christian  children  of 
the  Piscarian  Coast". 


HUMILITY  IS  A  NEEDLE  THAT  MENDS  MANY   A  HOLK. 
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In  The  Footsteps  Of  The  Martyrs 


THE  missionary  trail  everywhere  throughout 
the  world  marks  the  beginning  of  the 
Church.  Be  it  that  of  St.  Peter,  marching 
toward  Rome,  where, 
under  Divine  guidance, 
he  was  to  fix  his  seat; 
of  St.  Paul,  the  great 
Apostle  of  the  Gentiles, 
wandering  through 
Asia  and  Europe,  or  be 
it  that  of  Junipero 
Serra  on  the  sunny 
slopes  of  California  or 
of  the  African  Martyrs 
under  the  scorching 
sun  of  Uganda ;  be  it 
that  of  St.  Francis 
Xavier  in  India  and 
China  or  of  St.  Boni- 
face in  the  frozen 
North  .  .  .  this  trail  al- 
ways remains  sacred. 
It  marks  the  birth  of 
the  Church  of  Christ. 
One  loves  to  pick  up 
that  trail  and  walk 
again  in  the  footsteps 
of  these  heroes  who 
planted    the    cross  of 

Christ  and  with  it  preached  the  saving  doctrine 
of  His  spiritual  Kingdom.  The  rising  tide  of  time 
may  seem  at  times  to  cover  it  Avith  oblivion.  Yet 
its  receding  waters  will  reveal  it  as  luminous 
and  clearly  marked  as  on  the  day  the  mission- 
aries blazed  it  with  their  heroic  life  and  empur- 
pled it  with  their  blood.    For  their  footsteps  re- 


Martyrs  of  Christ,  Pray  for  us. 


main  engraved  on  the  marble,  and  not  on  the 
ephemeral  sands,  of  history.  They  are  one  with 
the  Church  of  Christ  .  .  .  and  His  Church  goes  on 

forever. 

Canada  has  her  mis- 
sionary  trail.  The 
J esuit  Martyrs  mark- 
ed it  out  on  our  map 
with  their  blood.  It 
ran  from  the  shores  of 
the  St.  Lawrence 
through  to  the  deep 
forests  of  Huronia,  to 
the  shores  of  Lake 
Michigan  and  the  wa- 
ters of  the  far-off  Mis- 
sissippi. It  is  a  long 
and  winding  trail  that 
led  those  heralds  of 
Christ  into  the  land  of 
their  apostolic  dreams. 
The  Georgian  Bay 
marked  the  last  mile- 
post  of  their  wander- 
ings. This  last  stake 
they  planted  became 
the  stake  of  their  mar- 
tyrdom. 

To  this  country  the 
Sisters  of  Service  have  been  invited  to  come  to 
teach  the  Indian  children  of  the  reservation  of 
Christian  Island.  They  deem  it  a  privilege  to  go 
to  that  outpost  lost  in  the  waters  of  the  Georgian 
Bay  and  there  to  continue  Hie  work  of  Lalemant 
and  Breboeuf. 

We  look  upon  it  as  providential  that  the  young 
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missionary  Institute  of  the  Sisters  of  Service 
should  be  called  to  cultivate  a  small  part  of  that 
same  field  which  the  Jesuit  Martyrs  watered 
with  their  blood.  We  understand  the  children 
now  on  Christian  Island  are  the  direct  descend- 
ants of  those  to  whom  our  missionaries  preached 
three  centuries  ago.  One  thing  certain  is  that 
the  shores  of  Christian  Island  harboured  their 
birch-bark  canoes,  saw  them  often  as  they  glided 
along  the  waters  on  their  homeward  and  out- 
bound journey.  Its  very  name  is  a  perennial  re- 
cord of  those  first  missionaries  who  brought 
Christianity  to  our  land. 

May  God  bless  the  Sisters  of  Service  in  their 


new  venture.  May  they  by  their  zeal  and  devo- 
tion follow  in  the  footsteps  of  those  heroic  pio- 
neers who  are  the  honor  and  the  protection  of  the 
Church  in  Canada.  Across  the  centuries  their 
voice  is  to-day  heard  bidding  welcome  to  those 
who  there,  as  elsewhere,  'have  come  to  serve.'  Our 
prayers  follow  them  so  that  they  may  prove  worthy 
of  the  honor  that  is  theirs  and  walk  generously  in 
the  footsteps  of  our  Canadian  Martyrs. 


Young  Missionary  Called  Home 


An  Example  For  Marian  Crusaders. 

I T  IS  with  mixed  feelings  of  sorrow  and  thank- 
fulness that  I  record  for  our  readers  the  death 
of  Miss  Margaret  Deakin,  of  Quebec  City, 
who  passed  away  on  January  1 9th.  The  sorrow  is 
for  the  anguish  of  separation  suffered  so  cour- 
ageously by  Margaret's  good  Catholic  parents 
and  family;  the  joy  is  for  Margaret  herself,  who 
is  now,  we  feel  confident,  enjoying  the  happiness 
of  heaven,  and  for  the  S.O.S.  who  have  gained  a 
powerful  little  intercessor  at  the  Throne  of  God. 

When  the  "Young  Missionaries  of  Christ  the 
King"  were  organized  some  ten  years  ago,  Mar- 
garet and  her  younger  Sister  were  among  the 
first  to  become  members.  And  I  can  say  in  all 
sincerity  that  of  all  the  young  people  who  sent 
'in  their  names  and  obtained  Y.M.C.K.  pins,  Mar- 
garet was  by  far  the  most  zealous  worker  in  be- 
half of  the  Home  Missions.  This  zeal,  we  know, 
was  inspired  by  her  great  love  for  Christ  and  the 
souls  for  Whom  He  died.  At  regular  intervals 
substantial  money  orders  would  arrive  at  our 
Headquarters,  the  result  of  some  party,  concert, 
or  "bingo"  organized  by  Margaret  to  secure  funds 
for  S.O.S.  Western  missions.  At  Christmas  time 
a  most  attractive  box,  filled  with  all  sorts  of 
useful  articles,  would  be  packed  and  sent  to  one 
of  our  missions. 

From  her  letters  to  me  I  had  known  for  some 
years  that  the  big  desire  of  Margaret's  life  was 
to  become  a  Sister  of  Service  and  towards  this 
end  she  bent  every  energy  of  her  voting  life. 
However,  God  did  not  will  that  she  should  actual- 
ly enter  the  earthly  ranks  of  His  missionaries. 
Before  she  could  take  any  definite  step  in  that 
direction,  it  was  discovered  she  was  suffering 
from  an  incurable  disease,  so  with  a  breaking 
heart  she  said  her  "Fiat"  and  continued  to  do 
what  active  work  she  could  for  the  missions  until 
slie  was  confined  to  bed  last  October. 


In  reply  to  a  letter  expressing  our  sympathy, 
Margaret's  mother  sent  a  letter  containing  some 
details  of  the  last  hours  of  this  brave  little  mis- 
sionary. I  am  taking  the  liberty  of  quoting  a 
few  paragraphs  which  give  a  glimpse  of  the  pa- 
tient endurance  of  the  dying  girl  and  also  reveal 
unconsciously  the  beautiful  resignation  of  a  true 
Catholic  Mother  who,  while  watching  the  agony 
of  a  beloved  child  could  yet  say  from  the  bottom 
of  her  grief-torn  heart:   "Thy  Will  be  done!" 

"To-day  is  a  month  since  my  darling's  death. 
Never  so  long  as  life  shall  last  can  I  forget  the  suf- 
ferings and  anguish  that  she  passed  through  and 
hore  with  such  remarkable  patience.  No  one  can 
understand  how  she  did  not  complain,  for  those  who 
saw  her  could  only  remark  what  terrible  sufferings 
she  endured.  And  I,  sitting  by  her  side,  hour  by  hour, 
knew  as  no  other  what  she  went  through.  How  often 
I  was  tempted  to  ask  God  in  His  mercy  to  take  her 
out  of  her  agony  only  He  knows,  but  some  inner 
voice  seemed  to  say  she  was  suffering  her  purgatory 
here,  and  I  hesitated  lest  I  should  be  the  means  of 
delaying  her  entrance  into  heaven  when  she  breathed 
her  last.  I  asked  God  instead  to  give  me  courage  to 
carry  on — and  He  did.  Father  G.  says  I  have  a  dear 
little  saint  in  heaven  and  to  pray  to  her  and  not 
for  her. 

"How  she  wanted  to  become  a  Sister  of  Service. 
God  knows,  but  when  the  cruel  news  of  her  condi- 
tion came  to  her  six  years  ago  she  grew  disheartened, 
knowing  her  health  would  never  allow  her  to  be  an 
active  member,  but  in  her  heart  she  was  one.  I 
know.  She  must  be  very  happy  now,  especially  if 
God  permits  her  to  help  others,  for  this  was  her  sole 
purpose  in  life;  never  a  thought  for  herself,  always 
seeking  to  please  and  cheer.  Even  in  her  most  awful 
suffering  her  smile  warmed  the  hearts  of  those  around 
her. 

"There  is  a  box  half  packed.  My  darling  had 
commenced  getting  the  usual  parcels  ready  to  send 
when  she  was  stricken  with  the  last  illness.  As  soon 
as  I  can  I  will  pack  it  and  send  it  to  you."    R.I. P. 

THE  CAPTAIN.  M.C. 


Live  thy  religion;  then  thou  shalt  not  need  to 
argue  or  dispute  about  it.— Archbishop  Spaulding. 


BAD  MEN  EXCUSE  THEIR  FAULTS;    GOOD  MEN    ABANDON  THEM. 
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PROFESSION  CEREMONY. 

ON  February  2nd,  Feast  of  the  Purification, 
our  Novitiate  chapel  was  once  again  the 
scene  of  that  oft-repeated,  yet  ever  new 
ceremony — the  taking  of  the  three  vows  of  Po- 
verty, Chastity  and  Obedience  by  young  girls  who 
have  heard  the  Divine  Call  to  consecrate  their  lives 
exclusively  to  the  Love  of  God  in  the  service  of 
most  abandoned  souls. 

The  Feast  Day  Mass  was  celebrated  by  the 
Very  Reverend  Father  Fuller,  C.Ss.R.  Hymns 
were  sung  by  the  Novitiate  choir,  while  the  beau- 
tiful red  roses  and  vigil  lights  adorning  the  altar 
were  symbolic  of  the  fervent  love  and  devotion 
burning  in  the  hearts  of  the  Sisters. 

First  Vows. 

Four  Sisters  made  their  First  Profession,  and 
listening  to  the  brave  young  voices  plighting 
troth  with  the  Divine  Lover,  one  might  be  excused 
for  wiping  away  a  few  tears,  springing  from  the 
heart's  deepest  'and  happiest  emotions.  The  Sis- 
ters who  made  their  First  Vows  are :  Sister  Ver- 
onica Davern,  Hamilton,  Ont. ;  Sister  Rose  Jan- 
sen,  Denzil,  Sask. ;  Sister  Louise  Sampson,  Cape 
Breton,  N.S. ;  and  Sister  Viola  Mossey,  P.B.I. 
Immediately  after  Profession  these  Sisters  were 
appointed  to  various  posts  in  the  Home  Mission 
Field. 


AT 

HEADQUARTERS 


Final  Vows. 

Forever  Thine! 

All,  all,  dear  Lord,  I  bring, 

This  Day  of  Love  that  seals  my  heart, 

By  vows  that  life  nor  death  can  part 

To  Thee,  my  Spouse  and  King! 

Although  the  First  Profession  of  young  Sis- 
ters is  a  most  touching  ceremony,  yet  the  taking 
of  perpetual  vows  strikes  an  even  more  vibrant 
chord  in  the  depths  of  the  soul.  The  newly-pro- 
fessed may  be  likened  to  soldiers  who  have  just 
donned  the  uniform,  full  of  eager  enthusiasm,  it 
is  true,  but  as  yet  untried  in  the  heat  of  battle. 
Those  who  come  to  the  altar  to  pronounce  per- 
petual vows  after  several  years  spent  as  a  mis- 
sionary religious  are  like  soldiers  returning  from 
actual  conflict,  scarred  perhaps  by  life's  disillu- 
sionments  and  not  quite  so  full  of  youthful  exu- 
berance, but  more  than  ever  devoted  to  their 
Great  Captain  and  eager  to  offer  all  they  have 
and  are  to  His  perpetual  service. 

The  Sisters  who  made  final  vows  on  February 
2nd  are:  Sister  Nora  Fitzpatrick,  St.  John, 
N.B.,  and  Sister  Evelyn  Murphy,  Montreal.  Af- 
ter Profession  Sister  Fitzpatrick  returned  to  Ot- 
tawa mission,  while  Sister  Murphy  was  appointed 
to  Toronto  Hostel. 

The  Sisters'  Vows  were  received  by  Very 
Reverend  Father  Fuller,  assisted  by  Father  Daly. 
At  the  conclusion  of  the  ceremony,  in  congratulat- 
ing the  Sisters,  Father  Fuller  said: 

"On  an  occasion  like  this  we  are  liable  to  stress 
the  sacrifices  that  a  young  lady  makes  in  entering  the 
religious  life,  in  pledging  her  loyalty  to  Christ  by 
the  three  holy  vows.  Human  nature  recoils  from 
sacrifices  and  therefore  we  naturally  think  that  we 
make  great  sacrifices  in  giving  up  our  homes,  our 
friends,  our  associates,  in  sacrificing  a  career  in  the 
world,  in  forsaking  comforts  and  ease,  and  a  life  of 
independence  and  giving  up  all  this  for  the  sake  of 
Christ.  And  yet  surely  the  angels  must  be  astounded 
as  they  see  us,  as  it  were,  hesitating  and  comparing 
the  Cross  of  Christ  with  the  pleasures  of  the  world. 
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Yet  we  can  hardly  be  blamed,  for  even  the  Apostles 
cried  out:     'What  reward  will  we  have?' 

"We  should  look  at  the  profession  in  another 
light,  the  humility  of  Christ  in  deigning  to  asso- 
ciate you  with  Him.  Had  Our  Lady  picked  up  a  stray 
waif  in  the  streets  of  Nazareth  and  brought  him  into 
the  household,  made  him  one  of  the  household,  what 
a  privilege  would  it  have  been  for  that  child  to  as- 
sociate with  Jesus  and  Mary!  And  imagine  him 
thinking  that  he  had  given  up  much,  his  indepen- 
dence, his  liberty  of  seeking  companionship  with  oth- 
ers, of  giving  up  the  poor,  paltry  possessions  he 
thought  he  had!  And  yet  Christ  in  calling  you  to 
the  religious  life  allows  you  to  associate  with  Him 
in  His  Household.  He  makes  sacrifices  for  you  to 
associate  with  Him  rather  than  you  do  in  sacrificing 
yourself  for  Him. 

"You  are  now  religious.  You  are  going  to  work 
for  Christ  at  tasks  associated  with  your  religious  life. 
I  might  say,  make  sure  that  you  have  time  to  talk 
with  Christ.  It  can  happen  that  the  life  of  a  religious 
can  be  so  crowded  and  taken  up  with  her  work  for 
souls  that  she  has  not  time  to  speak  in  the  quiet 
of  the  Chapel  to  her  Lord  and  Master.  You  have  to 
speak  often  and  long  with  men  about  God  but  do 
not  forget  that  you  have  to  speak  to  God  about  them 
and  about  your  work.  And  the  moments  you  spend 
at  the  tabernacle,  pleading  for  the  souls  of  men  that 
you  want  God  to  save  are  not  lost  moments.  Do  not 
become  so  engrossed  in  your  work  that  you  love  work 
more  than  the  God  who  gave  you  that  work.  Always 
remember  that  Christ  has  first  claim  on  your  affec- 
tions, your  time  and  your  work.  You  will  never  do 
your  work  more  faithfully  than  when  you  brin^ 
faith  to  your  devotions  and  prayers. 

"On  this  feast  we  commemorate  the  Presentation 
of  the  Divine  Child  in  the  Temple.  Mary  took  the 
Infant  Jesus  to  present  Him  to  the  Lord.  Mary 
sacrificed  what  was  dearest  to  her  heart  and  God 
was  most  pleased  with  that  offering.  May  she  pre- 
sent you  this  morning  as  a  sacrifice  for  the  sins  of 
those  whom  God  wishes  you  to  save.  It  may  be  that 
there  is  some  spot  or  blemish  in  you  but  Mary  will 
do  for  you  what  Rebecca  did  for  Jacob.  You  remem- 
ber she  clothed  Jacob  in  the  skin  of  a  kid  so  that 
he  might  have  the  blessing  of  his  father  instead  of 
Esau.  Mary  can  take  you  in  spite  of  your  faults 
and  failings  and  cover  you  with  the  merits  of  Her 
Divine  Son  and  thus  present  you,  a  worthy  repre- 
sentative of  Christ,  to  the  Heavenly  Father.  That 
is  my  wish  to-day — that  Mary  will  take  you  and  offer 
you,  in  spite  of  your  weaknesses  and  human  faults, 
as  a  sacrifice  to  God,  through  Her  Divine  Son." 


BOOK  REVIEWS 

THOMAS,  THE  GOOD  THIEF.  By  Julie  Bedier. 
Longmans,  Green  &  Company,  114  Fifth  Ave., 
New  York.    Price  $1.00. 

Parents  and  children  who  had  the  good  fortune 
to  read  "The  Long  Road  to  Lo  Ting"  will  give  a 
hearty  welcome  to  this  new  story  of  Chinese  child 
life  by  Julie  Bedier.  In  "Thomas,  the  Good  Thief" 
we  continue  our  acquaintance  with  the  Chinese  boy 
Thomas  who,  with  his  little  Sister,  escaped  from  the 
machinations  of  a  wicked  uncle  and  reached  the  safe 
guardianship  of  the  Maryknoll  Orphanage.  Children 
will  thrill  at  the  adventures  of  Thomas  in  a  river 
boat  which  is  captured  by  bandits,  and  the  ingenuity 
with  which  he  manages  to  contrive  the  escape  of 
himself  and  the  priest  with  whom  he  is  travelling, 
thereby  earning  for  himself  the  name  of  "Thomas, 
the  Good  Thief." 

The  attractive  little  volume  is  charmingly  illus- 
trated by  Louise  Trevisan,  and  we  recommend  it 
wholeheartedly  to  all  who  are  looking  for  interesting 
and  instructive  stories  for  children. 


ONE  INCH  OF  SPLENDOUR.  By  Sister  Mary  Rosa- 
lia. Field  Afar  Press,  121  East  29th  St.,  New 
York.    Price  $1.00. 

In  the  various  word-photographs  which  make  up 
this  charming  narrative,  Sister  Mary  Rosalia  has 
given  us  a  fascinating  picture  of  every  day  life  in  the 
mission  fields  of  China.  The  story  is  full  of  human 
interest  and  the  reader  will  be  saddened  and 
gladdened  in  turn  by  the  pathetic  and  humorous 
incidents  that  fill  the  daily  life  of  a  Mary- 
knoll mission  Sister.  With  the  Sisters  we  visit 
in  spirit  the  Chinese  homes,  watching  with 
interest  their  tactful  way  of  making  contacts  with 
those  to  whose  spiritual  welfare  they  have  devoted 
their  lives.  We  see  them  teaching  those  who  will 
listen,  caring  for  the  sick,  consoling  the  miserable; 
in  fact,  making  themselves  "all  things  to  all  men" 
that  they  may  rescue  souls  from  the  darkness  of  pa- 
ganism and  bring  them  into  the  Light  of  God's  Love. 
The  contrast  so  clearly  drawn  between  the  shadows 
of  paganism  and  the  brightness  of  loving  trust  in 
God,  makes  us  realize  beyond  doubt  that  the  labours 
of  our  missionary  Sisters  in  foreign  lands  are  indeed 
fruitful  and  that,  with  God's  grace,  the  "inch  of 
splendour"  will  grow  and  grow  until  vast  areas  are 
illuminated  by  the  Christian  evangel. 


MARYKNOLL  MISSION  LETTERS.  Field  Afar  Press, 
121  East  29th  St.,  New  York.  Price  50c. 
The  Field  Afar  Press  is  planning  to  publish  every 
six  months  a  collection  of  letters  received  from  the 
Maryknoll  Fathers  in  mission  lands.  We  have  read 
with  sustained  interest  the  first  volume,  published 
in  January,  1942,  and  we  believe  that  friends  of  the 
missions  will  welcome  this  opportunity  of  receiving 
accurate  information  in  such  an  interesting  form  re- 
garding the  life  and  work  of  our  Catholic  mission- 
aries. The  "Letters"  are  priced  at  50c.  a  volume, 
but  anyone  who  wishes  to  receive  them  regularly  may 
be  listed  for  a  steady  subscription  at  $1.00  annually. 

We  have  received  from  the  Maryknoll  Bookshelf, 
Maryknoll.  N.Y..  a  "Novena  to  St.  Francis  Xavier" 
and  a  "Way  of  the  Cross"  pamphlet,  both  of  which 
we  recommend  to  our  readers.  A  variety  of  other 
novenas,  pamphlets,  books  and  teacher  aids  may  be 
obtained  from  the  "Bookshelf."  For  information, 
write  to  the  above  address. 
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Religious  Instructions  By  Mail  In  Fargo 


Zealous  Young  Helpers. 

WHEN  the  Religious  Correspondence  School 
in  Fargo  was  opened  in  October,  1941,  an 
appeal  for  help  was  made  to  the  pupils  of 
the  Parochial  Schools.  They  were  asked  for  a 
"mite"  in  cash  or  in  stamps  for  the  support  of 
the  School.  The  response  was  most  gratifying 
and,  as  will  be  seen  from  the  following  letters 
written  by  the  pupils,  there  was  no  want  of  ideas 
and  plans  for  rendering  assistance  to  this  most 
important  work. 

St.  Mary's  School, 

Dear  Sisters:  Farg0'  North  Dakota- 

Charity  means  giving  to  someone  without  selfish- 
ness. This  is  one  way  to  be  sure  to  follow  the  word 
of  God.  There  are  many  ways  to  practise  charity; 
by  visiting  the  sick,  praying  for  the  dead,  putting  on 
sales  and  giving  the  funds  to  needy  people. 

The  Eighth  Grade  of  St.  Mary's  School  are  selling 
pencils  and  tablets.  We  have  already  handed  in  a 
sum  of  money  which  we  made  from  selling  tablets 
alone.  It  was  not  very  much,  but  it  consisted  of 
five  dollars  and  forty-two  three  cent  stamps.  Now 
we  are  selling  pencils,  more  tablets,  and  note  books. 
We  hope  to  have  a  larger  sum  soon.  We  are  doing 
this  to  help  you  Sisters  in  your  Correspondence  Course 
for  children  in  other  towns  and  states  to  learn  the 
Catholic  religion. 

We  are  also  collecting  stamps  to  help  the  good 
work,  as  we  understand  the  Sisters  need  every  cent 
they  can  get  to  carry  on  the  Correspondence  Course, 
and  we  want  to  feel  that  some  other  boys  and  girls 
are  learning  the  way  of  God,  so  we  are  doing  all  we 
can  to  help  them.  We  have  also  decided  to  have  a 
play  which  we  hope  may  bring  us  another  amount 
to  help  save  some  souls  for  God. 

EIGHTH  GRADE  PUPILS, 


St.  Mary's  School, 

Dear  Sisters:  Farg0'  North  Dakota- 

Our  kind  pastor  asked  us  if  we  would  do  a  little 
mission  work.  Of  course  we  were  most  eager  when 
we  heard  it  was  for  the  Sisters  of  Service.  We  start- 
ed by  collecting  three  cent  stamps.  Then  some  of  the 
boys  and  girls  suggested  it  would  be  a  good  idea  to 
save  old  papers,  magazines  and  rags.  With  the  aid 
of  our  teacher,  we  made  a  rapid  raid  on  papers  for 
six  days  and  sold  them  for  the  amount  of  $6.00. 
This  was  in  September.  October  brought  us  good 
luck  again — $10.00  for  the  papers. 

Fargo  being  paperless,  Sister  then  had  a  brilliant 
idea  of  selling  chances  on  a  twenty-pound  turkey; 
with  a  few  weeks'  work  we  made  the  sum  of  $43.00. 
Thus  far  we  have  turned  in  $60.00  for  the  religious 
instruction  by  mail.  The  Sixth  Grade  feel  that  the 
results  were  well  worth  their  efforts.  We  hope  you 
will  enjoy  reading  this  little  letter  as  much  as  we 
have  enjoyed  writing  it. 

THE  LITTLE  HELPERS  OF  THE  S.O.S., 
Sixth  Grade  Pupils. 

Besides  rendering  financial  aid,  the  pupils 
of  Fargo's  Parochial  Schools  and  Academy  assist 
weekly  with  the  clerical  work  at  the  office.  On 
four  days  of  the  week  a  group  of  from' three  to 
eight  come  in  after  school  hours.  Without  these 
many  extra  hands  the  work  could  not  and  would 
not  progress  as  it  is  doing.  This  extra  help 
leaves  the  Sisters  free  to  concentrate  on  the  pre- 
paring and  correcting  of  the  lessons. 

We  take  this  opportunity  of  thanking  our 
"Young  Missioners"  publicly  for  their  contribu- 
tion to  the  cause  of  the  religious  instruction  of 
our  Catholic  rural  boys  and  girls.  They  are  mak- 
ing the  Master  better  known  and  better  loved. 


St.  Mary's  School, 
Fargo,  North  Dakota. 

Dear  Sisters  of  Service: 

In  answer  to  your  request  we 
will  write  you  a  brief  explana- 
tion of  how  we  are  trying  to  help 
the  home  missions.  One  of  our 
projects  is  to  gather  stamps.  To 
spur  this  project  on  we  are  hav- 
ing a  contest  between  the  boys 
and  girls.  The  boys  won  during 
the  first  two  months,  so  it  was 
decided  that  the  girls  had  to 
treat  them.  This  treat  was  a 
happy  event  for  all  of  us,  and  we 
had  great  fun.  We  also  had  a 
candy  sale.  This  was  a  good 
idea,  as  everyone  likes  candy 
and  we  made  good. 

At  present  we  are  collect- 
ing magazines  and  newspapers 
which  we  will  sell  some  time 
soon.  We  enjoy  working  for 
the  home  missions  and  are  al- 
ways happy  to  hear  of  the  work 
the  Sisters  are  doing. 


SEVENTH  GRADE  PUPILS.  S.O.S.  Assistants,  Fargo. 

THE  POWER  MEN  HAVE  TO  ANNOY  US,  WE  GIVE  THEM. 
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May  some  of  them  in  future  days  have  the  great 
privilege  of  devoting  their  lives  to  the  service  of 
the  Master  in  the  Foreign  or  Home  Mission 
Fields ! 

Pupils  Visit  Correspondence  School. 

In  the  "Catholic  Action  News"  of  February 
we  find  ian  interesting  account  of  a  visit  to  the 
S.O.S.  Correspondence  School  by  a  number  of 
pupils : 

"This  month  six  correspondence  pupils  with 
their  pastor  visited  the  school  in  Fargo.  The 
curiosity  of  this  little  group  was  not  in  regard 
to  their  teachers.  They  knew  how  tall,  how  fat, 
and  about  how  old  the  Sisters  were — for  all  that 
had  been  settled  two  summers  ago  during  vaca- 
tion school.  They  were  curious  about  the  con- 
vent, the  office,  the  correcting  and  mailing  of 
lessons. 

"Everything  was  thoroughly  inspected — the 
lessons,  the  files,  the  system  of  keeping  records. 
During  the  demonstration  of  how  question  sheets 
are  made  on  the  mimeograph  machine,  one  wise 
young  man  suggested  that  they  get  a  machine  to 
run  off  the  answers. 

"The  record  cards  created  the  greatest  stir. 
These  cards  accurately  record  the  progress  of 
each  pupil.  The  boys  were  allowed  to  examine 
their  own  cards  and  proudly  they  read  aloud 
their  responses  and  scores.  Other  cards  were 
peeped  at  just  to  find  out  bow  other  scholars  were 
progressing  and  from  what  other  parts  lessons 
were  received. 

"  They  talked  about  their  Study  Charts.  Some 
had  credits  for  everything — for  their  prayers,  for 
following  their  direction  sheet,  etc.  Others  had 
slipped  up — they  had  forgotten  occasionally  to 
say  the  prescribed  Hail  Mary  for  their  Bishop  and 
Parish  Priest  and  for  the  benefactors  of  the 
school.  They  would  be  more  faithful  in  the  fu- 
ture. 

"The  Sisters  were  very  pleased  to  have  had  a 
visit  from  these  boys.  They  hope  that  this  is 
but  the  first  of  many  'inspection  tours'  by  the 
pupils  of  the  Correspondence  School." 


GRATITUDE  SUBSTANTIALLY  EXPRESSED 

The  following  letter,  recently  received  at  our 
Kegina  catechetical  house,  is  one  of  the  consoling 
proofs  that  our  efforts  to  instruct  children  by 
mail  is  often  sincerely  appreciated : 

Dear  Sisters  of  Service : 

Enclosed  please  find  $2.00  for  your  service 
to  my  children.  And  I  ask  you  to  pray  for  my 
family  and  me,  so  we  may  become  true  followers 
of  Christ. 

Thanking  you,  I  am, 


A  Boy  and  a  Bicycle 

When  the  tickets  Avere  drawn  at  the  close  of 
a  raffle  conducted  in  aid  of  our  Edmonton  Cate- 
chetical house  last  December,  the  first  prize — -a 
bicycle — was  won  by  one  of  the  pupils  of  the 
correspondence  school.  Two  letters,  written  by 
the  winner,  expressing  his  joy  and  gratitude,  are, 
we  think,  worthy  of  bringing  to  the  attention  of 
our  readers.  Comparing  the  two  letters — before 
and  after — receipt  of  the  prize,  it  would  seem 
that  in  this  case  realization  equalled  or  even  sur- 
passed anticipation : 

Anticipation. 

Dear  Sister: 

Oh,  what  a  Christmas  present  it  was,  when  I  re- 
ceived your  letter  telling  me  that  I  am  the  winner  of 
the  first  prize.  A  bicycle,  a  brand  new  bicycle,  and 
I  am  the  winner.  Oh  thank  you,  thank  you  and  give 
my  thanks  to  the  one  who  drew  my  ticket.  I  have 
said  a  prayer  for  all  of  you.  May  God  bless  you  all, 
may  you  too  have  as  merry  a  Christmas  as  I  am 
having,  and  send  the  bicycle  soon  so  that  I  can  try  it 
out.  You  see,  Sister,  I  have  to  go  to  the  hospital 
after  New  Year's  for  an  appendix  operation,  so  please 
remember  me  in  your  prayers  and  I  will  remember 
you  in  mine. 

Yours  sincerely. 

Realization. 

Dear  Sister: 

Please  forgive  me  for  not  writing  before  this,  to 
let  you  know  that  I  got  my  bike  and  like  it  very 
much.  A  bicycle  is  just  the  thing  that  I  wanted 
for  Christmas,  now  I  have  it.  A  bike,  all  my  own. 
thank  you,  thank  you.  I  am  praying  for  you  that 
God  may  bless  you  in  all  your  work  and  I  also  pray 
for  all  the  boys  and  girls  who  wanted  to  win  just  as 
much  as  I  did,  but  did  not,  their  turn  will  come  some 
other  time. 

We  were  very  busy  and  happy  at  Christmas  time. 
My  sister  Theresa  (Grade  XI,  Wainwright  Convent) 
and  brother  Bob  (Grade  X,  Franciscan  College,  Ed- 
monton) were  at  home.  Oh,  what  a  time  we  have 
had  bicycle  riding,  skating  and  ski-ing.  Now  we  are 
all  back  to  school. 

I  expect  to  go  for  my  operation  as  soon  as  I 
fully  recover  from  the  effects  of  chicken  pox  which 
I  had  at  the  beginning  of  December.  I  am  going  to 
the  Viking  Hospital;  please  remember  me  in  your 
prayers,  as  I  remember  you  and  all  the  Sisters  work- 
ing with  you. 

Sincerely  yours. 


THE  MAN  WHO  TOOTS  HIS  OWN  HORN  SOON  HAS  EVERYONE  DODGING  WHEN  HE  APPEARS. 
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Our  New  Mission  on  Christian  Island 


tirT^HE  warmest  November  19th  in  a  hundred 
|  years!"  was  the  report  from  the  Weather 
Bureau  on  that  particular  day  in  the  year 
1941.  We  wonder  if  our  prayers  had  anything  to 
do  with  it ;  certainly  for  a  week  or  more  we  had 
all  been  praying  for  a  fine  Wednesday,  the  19th. 
Anyhow,  it  went  down  in  the  civic  annals  as  be- 
ing unusually  warm,  but  in  the  annals  of  the 
S.O.S.  it  went  down  as  something  very  much 
more.  For  on  that  day  the  train  to  Penetan- 
guishene  carried  two  Sisters  of  Service,  who  were 
bound  for  Christian  Island,  to  begin  missionary 
work  in  that  field  hallowed  by  the  blood,  sweat 
and  tears  of  those  gallant  Jesuit  Fathers  who  300 
years  ago  came  to  this  country  from  France  to 
Christianize  the  Indians. 

Father  La  Belle,  S.J.,  now  in  charge  of  a  very 
large  territory,  including  the  mission  of  Christian 
Island,  approached  us  six  or  seven  years  ago 
when  the  Catholic  School  was  about  to  be  opened 
there,  asking  for  Sisters  to  take  charge  of  the 
work.  At  that  time,  although  our  desire  to  co- 
operate in  this  apostolate  was  not  less  than  now, 
there  was  not  a  Sister  available  for  so  appealing 
a  mission  field. 

Neither  did  there  seem  to  be  any  possibility 
when  on  the  evening  of  October  19th — just  one 
month  before  the  Sisters  departed  for  Christian 
Island — our  good  friend  Dr.  J.  M.  Bennett,  In- 
spector of  Separate  Schools,  Toronto,  phoned  to 
say  that  no  teacher  had  taken  the  school  on 
Christian  Island,  and  he  wondered  if  perchance 
the  S.O.S.  might  now  be  in  a  position  to  accept 
it.  Although  the  situation  as  regards  personnel 
looked  quite  as  hopeless  as  in  1935,  nevertheless 
for  several  days  we  talked,  made  plans  and  ap- 
pointments, and  the  following  day  made  new 
ones  until  finally  a  way  was  found  to  accept  the 
school  and  to  send  a  companion  with  the  Sister 
who  would  take  charge  of  it.  Sister  General  has 
since  told  us  (what  was  then  a  secret)  that  the 
same  mail  carrying  the  letter  to  the  authorities 
in  Ottawa  to  say  we  would  accept  the  school  at 
Christian  Island  also  took  letters  to  two  local 
Superiors  who  had  been  begging  for  "another 
Sister,"  telling  them  to  try  to  carry  on  with  their 
limited  staff  as  there  was  no  one  to  send  them. 
We  are  certain  that  when  it  was  announced  that 
Christian  Island  had  been  added  to  our  list  of 
missions  they  rejoiced  that  the  sacrifice  asked  of 
them  had  made  possible  the  acceptance  of  this 
new  work. 

To  get  to  Christian  Island  one  takes  the  train 
to  Penetang,  a  distance  of  about  100  miles,  north- 
west of  Toronto.  From  there,  except  when  roads 
are  impassable  because  of  snow  and  ice,  a  taxi 


drives  one  to  Cedar  Point,  a  distance  of  17  miles. 
La  Fontaine  lies  between  Penetang  and  Cedar 
Point.  Here  as  well  as  at  Penetang  the  Sisters 
of  the  Holy  Cross  have  charge  of  the  school.  At 
Cedar  Point  there  is  a  little  store  where  one  may 
wait  to  cross  over  to  Christian  Island,  a  distance 


School  and  Convent  at  Christian 
Island. 


of  four  miles  across  Georgian  Bay.  Several 
Indians  have  their  own  motor  boat  and  when 
the  crossing  is  good,  or  fairly  good,  there  are 
always  boats  coming  over  each  day,  so  there  is  no 
difficulty  in  getting  to  the  mainland. 

The  Indians  on  Christian  Island  are  decend- 
ants  of  the  Ojibways,  one  of  the  Algonquin 
tribes.  They  are  directly  descended  from  those 
very  Indians  for  whose  salvation  the  Canadian 
Martyrs  were  labouring  when  they  gave  their 
lives  for  Christ  at  the  hands  of  the  cruel  Iro- 
quois. The  population  at  the  present  time  is 
350,  of  which  number  about  100  are  Catholic. 

Since  their  arrival  on  the  Island  we  have 
received  several  letters  from  the  two  Sisters 
privileged  to  do  mission  work  in  such  historic 
surroundings,  and  from  these  letters  we  have 
prepared  for  our  readers  a  few  pen  sketches  of 
S.O.S.  life  and  work  among  the  Indians.  The 
first  letter  was  written  November  20th,  the  day 
after  their  arrival. 

En  Route  and  Journey's  End. 

November  20th. 
"Thank   God,   we   came   yesterday!      We  would 
never  have  been  able  to  cross  the  water  to-day.  The 


IT  IS  NOT  THE  HOURS  YOU  PUT  IN  YOUR  WORK,  BUT  THE  WORK  YOU  PUT  IN  YOUR  HOURS. 
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wind  is  howling  and  the  big  breakers  are  hitting 
hard  on  the  shore.  We  had  a  nice  trip  over.  The 
priest  at  Lafontaine  sent  a  truck  to  take  our  baggage 
from  Penetang  to  Cedar  Point.  We  took  a  taxi  and 
arrived  at  Mr.  John  Lind's  store  about  half  a  mile 
from  the  dock  at  Cedar  Point.  We  bought  a  bag  of 
poatatoes  and  took  them  in  the  car  down  to  the 
boat.  When  we  arrived,  there  was  Eaton's  truck 
with  the  groceries  we  had  ordered  before  leaving 
Toronto.  Thirteen  boxes  and  our  trunks  and  suit- 
cases— all  on  the  wharf  and  only  one  boat.  We 
stood  there,  telling  ourselves  that  when  we  strike 
out  for  another  island,  we  will  travel  light.  The 


S.O.S.  Teacher  and  Pupils, 
Christian  Island. 


Indians  put  our  cargo  into  the  one  boat  and  just  as 
we  were  about  to  get  in  Father  La  Belle  arrived. 
He  came  in  the  boat,  too.  On  reaching  the  Island 
Father  got  an  Indian,  with  his  horse  and  cart,  to 
transfer  our  goods  and  chattels  to  our  apartment  at 
the  back  of  the  school.  Before  going  into  the  house 
we  shook  hands  with  all  the  Indians  who  had  gath- 
ered around  our  door  to  welcome  us. 

"The  house  is  really  very  nice.  You  will  be  sur- 
prised to  hear  there  is  a  piano.  There  is  no  clothes 
line,  tubs,  pots,  etc.,  but  we  will  get  them  later,  and 
thank  God  for  the  piano.  Besides  the  living  room, 
there  is  a  bright,  cheery  kitchen  and  sun  porch — 
too  cold  to  use  in  the  winter.  Upstairs  there  is  a 
nice  bedroom  with  two  windows.  We  had  a  time 
of  it  trying  to  get  some  supper  last  night.  I  opened 
nearly  all  the  thirteen  boxes  from  Eaton's  before  I 
found  tea  or  coffee. 

"Father  leaves  to-morrow  morning.  We  had 
Mass  and  Communion  this  morning  and  Benediction. 
After  Mass  to-morrow  the  Blessed  Sacrament  will 
not  be  reserved,  and  we  had  a.  longing  to  spend  a 
few  hours  in  the  Church  to-night  before  saying  a 
long  farewell  to  our  Eucharistic  Lord.  Father  will 
not  be  back  until  Christmas.  There  is  a  Prayer  Man 
here  who  on  Sundays  and  holy  days  assembles  the 
congregation  for  an  Indian  'sung  Mass'  without  a 
priest.  This  Prayer  Man  reads  the  epistle  and 
gospel,  makes  the  announcements  and  they  play  the 


organ  and  sing  the  parts  of  the  Mass.  It  is  really 
remarkable." 

Dr.  Bennett's  Visit. 

November  27th. 
"We  are  gradually  settling  down  to  routine  work. 
I  have  only  sixteen  pupils,  as  three  died  during  the 
summer.  On  Sunday  from  three  to  five  we  had 
the  class  room  full  of  Indians  for  choir  practice. 
Dr.  Bennett  visited  the  school  on  the  25th,  and  will 
have  given  you  his  impressions.  He  arrived  at  noon, 
looking  like  Father  Hubbard  of  the  Far  North,  with 
boxes,  bags  and  cases  on  his  head  and  shoulders, 
and  a  box  of  apples  in  his  hands.  Wasn't  that  kind 
of  him?  He  had  a  box  of  ribbons,  Christmas  cards, 
booklets,  and  some  good  writing  paper  along  with 
the  rest  of  the  baggage." 

Travelling  "Light." 

Early  in  December  one  of  the  Sisters  was 
obliged  to  return  to  Toronto  for  urgent  dentis- 
try work.  During  her  few  days  with  us  we  were 
all  praying  hard  that  she  would  get  back  to  the 
mission  before  real  w inter  set  in.  The  evening 
before  her  departure  the  girls  of  our  Toronto 
Hostel  held  a  'Christian  Island  Shower.'  Having 
heard  that  there  is  not  much  variety  in  the  food 
to  be  obtained  on  that  Island,  they  brought  every 
kind  of  meat,  fish  and  vegetables  to  be  bought 
in  cans — also  soups  and  fruit.  Sister  was  very 
grateful  for  this  thoughtful  donation  from  the 
girls,  but  if  there  still  remained  in  her  mind  any 
vague  remembrance  of  that  resolution  to  "travel 
light,"  she  speedily  said  farewell  to  any  such 
idea,  for  when  everything  was  packed  the 
"shower"  filled  five  suitcases.  Added  to  these 
was  her  own  little  club  bag,  so  we  teased  her  by 
saying  she  should  travel  in  the  freight  car  to 
keep  an  eye  on  the  provisions.  A  few  days 
later  we  received  a  letter  telling  of  her  adven- 
tures with  the  weather  and  the  baggage: 

Where  am  I? 
December  11th. 

"What  a  fix!  I'm  stuck!  I  arrived  at  Penetang 
safely  and  claimed  my  'canned  goods.'  I  then  asked 
Mr.  C.  to  take  me  to  Cedar  Point,  but  he  said  he 
wouldn't  attempt  it.  If  you  ever  saw  the  snow, 
here!  They  tell  me  it's  been  snowing  since  Monday. 
Mr.  C.  offered  to  take  me  to  some  hotel,  but  I 
thanked  him  and  said  I'd  just  check  my  baggage 
and  go  to  the  Convent.  Then  I  went  in  to  the 
station  and  talked  the  situation  over  with  the  ticket 
agent.  He  got  in  touch  with  the  mail  man  to  see  if 
I  could  go  with  him.  but  he  thought  the  weather 
was  too  bad.  also,  so  I  left  my  baggage  and  started 
off  for  the  Convent.  There  I  received  a  warm  wel- 
come. The  Sisters  prepared  dinner  for  me  and 
called  their  taxi  driver,  explaining  to  him  that  I 
must  get  to  the  Point.  He  agreed  to  take  me  and 
went  first  to  the  station  for  my  suitcases.  The  Sisters 
were  very  kind  and  when  I  was  leaving  they  prom- 
ised to  pray  that  I  would  have  a  safe  journey. 

"The  poor  taxi  driver  had  a  hard  time  getting 
over  the  road.  I  prayed  all  the  way.  When  we 
reached  La  Fontaine  he  said  he  was  afraid  to  go 
any  further.  I  asked  him  to  take  me  to  the  priest's 
house,  which  he  did.  I  introduced  myself  to  Father 
M.  and  told  him  my  story,  explaining  that  as  there 
was  no  snow  in  Toronto  we  hoped  I  would  have  no 


THE  GLORY  OF  LIFE  IS  TO  LOVE,  NOT  TO  BE  LOVED;  TO  GIVE,  NOT  TO  GET. 
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trouble  in  getting  back  to  the  Island.  He  said: 
'Well,  I  guess  you  won't  be  able  to  go  any  farther.' 
I  asked  if  he  would  know  of  a  man  with  a  team  and 
cutter  who  would  be  willing  to  attempt  driving  me 
to  the  Point.  He  said  he  did,  but  by  the  time  he 
would  get  the  man  and  we  would  drive  to  the 
Point  it  would  be  too  dark  to  cross  to  the  Island.  I 
told  him  about  Sister  being  alone  and  that  I  wouldn't 
like  to  turn  back  if  there  would  be  a  chance  of 
getting  to  the  Point  in  the  morning.  Father  then 
phoned  the  Superior  of  the  Convent  and  made  ar- 
rangements for  me  to  stay  with  the  Sisters  for  the 
night.  He  also  gave  me  the  name  of  the  man  who 
owned  the  horse,  so  that  I  might  phone  him  about 
taking  me  to  the  Point  in  the  morning.  When  he 
opened  the  door  for  me  to  leave,  there  were  two  of 
my  suitcases  on  the  doorstep,  and  the  taxi  driver 
coming  down  the  lane  with  two  more.  Father  looked 
at  them  and  said:  'Is  this  all  yours?'  So  I  had  to 
explain  the  'shower'  of  canned  goods,  etc.  He 
offered  to  put  on  his  overshoes  and  help  carry  my 
baggage  to  the  Convent,  but  the  driver  took  it  for 
me  and  charged  only  $1.00  for  the  drive  and  all  the 
extra  trouble. 

"When  the  Superior  at  the  Convent  opened  the 
door  she,  too,  gazed  with  astonishment  at  my  baggage 
and  asked  if  it  was  all  mine.  So  I  had  to  tell  the 
whole  story  again.  She  was  very  kind  and  when  I 
said  I  would  like  to  write  to  the  Mother  House,  she 
said  I  was  to  tell  you  not  to  worry,  as  I  could  stay 
here  as  long  as  I  wanted  to.  I  had  supper  and  re- 
creation with  the  Sisters  and  then  called  Mr.  M.,  the 
man  Father  told  me  about.  He  said  he  couldn't 
take  me  to  the  Point  in  the  morning,  but  could  take 
me  as  far  as  some  village  to-night.  Since  I  preferred 
to  stay  the  night  at  the  Convent  I  asked  if  he  knew 
anyone  else  who  would  take  me  in  the  morning.  He 
said  he  would  call  back  later.  He  did,  and  said 
he  had  been  able  to  make  arrangements  for  a  man 
with  a  team  of  horses  to  take  me  to  the  Point  to- 
morrow. So  I  shall  sleep  in  peace  and  have  the 
privilege  of  assisting  at  Mass  and  receiving  Com- 
munion before  returning  to  our  mission." 

For  some  clays,  owing  to  weather  conditions, 
we  had  no  more  word  from  Christian  Island,  and 
we  were  wondering  how  long  poor  Sister  was 
marooned  at  Cedar  Point.  Then  a  welcome  letter 
from  Sister  B.  told  us:  "Sister  Daly  arrived 
safely.  She  had  quite  a  time  crossing,  as  Sylves- 
ter's boat  was  out  of  order.  They  were  one  and  a 
half  hours  on  the  water  and  it  was  rough  and 
cold." 

Christmas  on  Christian  Island. 

December  22nd. 

"Merry  Christmas!  Merry  Christmas!  from  both 
of  your  Indian  Sisters.  We  hope  your  Christmas 
will  be  a  very  happy  one  and  we  will  be  with  you 
in  spirit.  Just  now  we  are  praying  earnestly  that 
the  Black  Robe  will  find  his  way  to  our  little  church 
and  bring  us  our  Gitchie  Manitou. 

"Last  Friday  morning  we  had  our  school  closing 
and  the  children  received  their  candy  and  peanuts, 
with  a  card — one  of  those  nice  ones  sent  to  us  from 
the  Novitiate.  We  filled  little  red  stockings  for  the 
smaller  children.  If  we  understood  Indian  we  could 
tell  you  if  they  enjoyed  themselves,  or  what  they 
thought  of  it  all,  but  they  didn't  speak  a  word  of 
English  unless  we  asked  them  a  question  and  then 
it  was  just  'Yes'  or  'No.' 

"The  night  before,  our  pupils  took  part  in  a 
concert  at  the  Hall,  together  with  the  children  who 


attend  the  public  school.  Our  children  sang  'Sleep 
Holy  Babe,'  very  sweetly.  Later  they  sang  the 
Indian  carol  composed  by  St.  John  de  Brebeuf  for 
the  Indians.  Our  children  also  put  on  the  'Pussies' 
play  you  sent  to  us.  It  was  very  good.  When  the 
two  little  boys  came  out  dressed  as  kittens  they 
frightened  the  babies — and  did  they  scream?  The 
little  girl  had  to  stop  her  story  until  the  babies 
stopped  their  noise.  Next  day  the  Indians  were 
saying  they  liked  the  'kittens'  better  than  anything 
else  at  the  Concert." 

January  2,  1942. 
"Christmas  Eve  was  a  very  dark  day.    The  boat 
went  over  in  the  morning  and  we  watched  anxiously 
for  Father  on  its  return,    We  looked  hopefully  at 
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each  person  landing  and  if  he  were  dressed  in  dark 
clothes,  we  would  say,  'Oh,  there  he  is!'  But  as  they 
came  closer  it  was  always  just  an  Indian.  It  was  pour- 
ing rain,  but  later  in  the  day  the  boat  returned  to  the 
mainland  and  we  were  full  of  hope  once  more.  At 
4.30  the  boat  came  back  to  the  Island  and  again  we 
watched  each  figure  that  might  be  Father,  but  they 
were  just  more  Indians  coming  home  for  Christmas. 

"Our  hearts  were  sad  as  we  went  over  to  the 
Church  to  put  the  finishing  touches  in  preparation 
for  what  we  now  feared  would  be  a  'priestless  Mass.' 
As  we  were  leaving  the  Church  we  met  the  Prayer 
Man,  and  he  said:  'Fadder  come,  yes  I  think!  I 
see  light  over  on  the  Point.  Sylvester  go  over — 
maybe  the  Fadder.'  We  were  so  excited  we  hardly 
spoke  to  each  other.  We  were  busy  preparing  some 
supper  when  we  heard  footsteps  outside  and  on  open- 
ing the  door  we  heard  Father's  voice  out  of  the 
darkness:  'My,  isn't  it  wild?'  Wild!  Sure,  we  didn't 
see  anything  wild  about  anything.  Father  had 
come!  We  would  have  Mass  and  Communion  and 
that  was  all  that  mattered. 

"Father  heard  Confessions  until  11.45  and  we 
had  Mass  at  Midnight.  The  Crib  looked  very  nice. 
The  Indians  had  put  a  Christmas  tree  beside  the 
Crib  and  another  on  the  other  side  of  the  altar. 
These  two  trees  were  decorated  with  all  kinds  of 
ornaments  and  tinsel.  A  string  of  tinsel  stretched 
across  the  altar  from  one  tree  to  the  other  and 
ornaments  were  hanging  from  this  string  also.  There 
was  a  big  silver  star  hanging  over  the  tabernacle. 
Before  Mass  began  the  choir  sang  'O  Holy  Night.' 
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They  also  sang  'Come,  all  ye  faithful'  and  'Angels 
we  have  heard  on  high.' 

"After  Mass  we  went  home  and  made  a  lunch 
for  the  two  boys  who  had  come  with  Father.  Father 
could  not  eat  anything  as  he  had  to  leave  at  3.30 
for  Cape  Croker,  where  he  was  to  say  Mass  again. 
We  had  our  own  lunch,  washed  the  dishes  and  went 
to  bed  at  4.20.  At  9.30  a.m.  the  children  were  at 
our  door  wishing  us  glad  tidings  and  looking  for 
candy. 

"Our  Concert  on  Saturday  night  was  a  big  suc- 
cess. The  Indians  played  their  4-piece  orchestra  and 
between  numbers  the  school  children  sang  and  did 
step  dances.  Two  men  were  called  upon  to  give  a 
speech  which  they  did  very  nicely,  saying  how 
pleased  they  are  that  the  Sisters  came  to  Christian 
Island.  After  the  concert  gifts  and  candy  were 
distributed  to  the  children." 

Requiem  Aeternam. 

January  31st. 
"Last  Thursday  at  12.30  a.m.  a  man  was  pound- 
ing on  our  door.  I  went  to  see  what  was  wrong 
and  he  said:  'Sister,  will  you  come  and  baptize  our 
baby  right  away.'  I  dressed  and  went  over  to  his 
house.  They  were  dosing  the  baby  with  medicine 
which  looked  to  me  like  ashes  and  red  pepper  mixed 
with  a  spoonful  of  water.  I  baptized  the  baby  and 
went  home.  It  died  about  ten  minutes  after  I  left, 
and  was  buried  yesterday  with  great  ceremony,  a 
cross  bearer  going  in  front,  two  men  bearing  the 
little  coffin  between  them  like  a  pail  on  a  stick, 
followed  by  all  the  mourners.  I  went  out  to  the 
cemetery  when  I  saw  the  procession  coming.  The 
Prayer  Man  read  from  an  Indian  book  and  said  in 
English  the  'Our  Father,'  'Hail  Mary'  and  'Glory 
be.'    Then  all  threw  earth  into  the  grave; 

"On  Thursday  a  message  came  over  the  radio 
that  the  body  of  an  Indian  boy  would  be  at  Cedar 
Point  at  10  a.m.  and  was  to  be  met.  It  was  the 
child  of  people  working  in  Clarkson  who  were  here 
last  year.  The  body  arrived  and  lay  in  state  at 
the  Prayer  Man's  house  and  all  night  relays  of 
Indians  sat  with  it.  We  heard  them  talking  as  they 
passed  our  house.  About  11  a.m.  yesterday  the 
grave  was  ready  and  the  bell  rang.  Sister  and  I 
hurried  over  to  the  church.  We  met  the  procession 
— a  bigger  cross-bearer  with  a  bigger  cross,  then 
four  men  with  the  coffin  and  after  that  the  people, 
including  many  Protestants.  Sister  and  I  slipped 
into  a  pew  near  the  wall.  The  Prayer  Man  and  his 
singers  sang  parts  of  the  Mass,  then  said'  some 
Indian  prayers,  followed  by  two  English  hymns. 
Then  he  came  down  to  the  front  of  the  church  and 
read  the  Gospel  for  the  last  Sunday  before  Advent. 
The  coffin  was  opened  and  the  Indians  all  filed  up 
and  looked,  the  father  and  mother  last.  They  both 
stooped  and  kissed  the  face  of  the  dead  boy.  Out- 
side at  the  grave  the  Prayer  Man  read  more  prayers. 
During  the  grave  ceremony  I  noticed  an  old  squaw 
with  a  silk  kerchief  round  her  head,  go  over  to 
the  bereaved  mother.  She  pulled  off  her  own  big 
grey  woollen  mittens  and  pulled  them  over  the  other 
woman's  hands.  Not  a  word  was  said.  The  little 
act  brought  a  lump  to  my  throat. 

"To-day  (Sunday)  when  we  went  into  church 
the  Prayer  Man  was  ringing  the  bell.  As  we  passed 
he  leaned  over  and  asked  if  he  'Had  read  well  the 
Gospel  for  the  Protestants?'  I  told  him:  'Sure,  you 
were  the  next  best  thing  to  a  priest.'  The  old  man 
was  pleased." 


The  disposition  to  give  a  cup  of  cold  water  is 
far  nobler  than  the  finest  intellect.— Howell  a. 


"At  Our  Eastern  Port" 

ROOM  WANTED  STILL! 

"When  our  Sisters  in  Halifax  moved  into  the 
new  hostel  recently  acquired  in  that  city  they 
felt  that  perhaps  there  would  be  space  to  breathe 
freely.  Alas !  this  illusion  did  not  last  long,  and 
they  are  now  wishing  for  a  house  with  elastic 
walls.  The  girls  kept  knocking  at  the  door — and 
who  could  have  the  heart  to  refuse  them?  The 
city  of  Halifax  at  the  present  time  is  no  place 
for  girls  with  no  safe  haven  in  which  to  anchor, 
so  already  the  hostel  has  70  or  80  permanent  re- 
sidents, while  the  floating  population  often  brings 
the  number  up  to  100.  Consequently,  the  beauti- 
ful recreation  room  in  the  new  home  is  now  cur- 
tained off  to  provide  more  sleeping  accommoda- 
tion. In  the  daytime  it  still  makes  an  effort 
at  preserving  its  dignity,  but  at  night  the  whole 
room  takes  on  the  semblance  of  a  graveyard — 
the  difference  being  that  these  "mounds"  move 
occasionally  and  now  and  then  break  the  silence 
with  sighs,  groans  or  snores. 

Last  Fall  a  "Young  People's  Guild"  was  or- 
ganized for  the  benefit  of  the  girls  and  boys  fre- 
quenting the  hostel.  Four  units  were  formed  for 
learning  cooking,  sewing,  singing  and  First  Aid. 
It  is  for  our  work  with  these  young  people  that 
we  receive  most  commendation.  The  recreational 
problem  in  Halifax  is  very  acute,  owing  to  the 
large  number  of  girls  and  young  men  engaged  in 
the  various  branches  of  the  militia  and  the  civic 
and  clerical  work  connected  with  it.  The  Sisters 
are  happy  to  be  able  to  look  after  at  least  a  small 
group  of  these  young  people,  and  to  provide 
them  with  good  clean  fun — well  supervised. 


Society  of  Missionary  Nurses 

WITH  the  approbation  and  blessing  of  His 
Excellency  Archbishop  Charbonneau  of 
Montreal,  the  Institute  of  Missionary 
Nurses  was  founded  in  Montreal  last  November. 
The  two  first  nurses  to  enter  were  Miss  Alberta 
Lefebvre  and  Jeanne  LaPierre.  both  graduate 
nurses  of  the  University  of  Montreal. 

These  young  ladies  are  following  the  example 
given  three  centuries  ago  by  the  admirable  Jeanne 
Mance,  the  first  laywoman  to  become  a  mission- 
ary nurse  in  the  history  of  the  Church.  Under 
the  protection  of  that  amiable  figure  who  hovered 
over  the  cradle  of  the  great  City  of  Montreal, 
may  the  new  Institute  prosper  and  receive,  as 
years  go  by,  many  subjects  who  will  carry  the 
blessings  of  their  missionary  endeavour  to  the 
four  corners  of  the  world.  The  mustard  seed  will 
grow  into  a  great  tree  and  cover  with  its  foliage 
the  fields  afar. 


IT  IS  AN  IMMENSE  BLESSING  TO  BE  PERFECTLY  CALLOUS  TO  RIDICULE, 
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"BAIT  FOR  CHRIST" 


Welfare  Work  in  Winnipeg. 

A FEW  days  ago  someone  came  into  the  Cath- 
olic Central  Bureau  in  Winnipeg,  and  after 
looking  the  place  over,  remarked  politely: 
"It  is  very  nice  and  bright,  but  what  exactly 


Now  before  telling  you  what  this  Sister  does 
all  day  long,  I  must  explain  what  the  Catholic 
Central  Bureau  really  is.  It  is  located  right  in 
the  shadow  of  St.  Mary's  Cathedral  in  Winnipeg, 
and  is  a  welfare  organization  which  has  for  its 
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do  you  do  all  day."  Now  I  felt  that  was  a  very 
reasonable  question,  and  one  which  perhaps  you 
and  many  others  might  like  to  ask,  too,  so  I 
am  going  to  forestall  you  by  giving  an  account 
of  what  the  Sisters  of  Service,  or  rather  one 
Sister  of  Service  is  doing  at  the  Catholic  Cen- 
tral Bureau. 

We  only  came  here  last  October,  you  know ; 
before  that  the  Catholic  Central  Bureau  had 
been  directed  by  a  very  zealous  laywoman,  who 
had  for  five  years  devoted  her  time  and  energy 
to  helping  Catholics  of  the  city.  Last  year  this 
lady  resigned,  and  the  Sisters  of  Service  were 
invited  by  the  Archbishop  of  Winnipeg  to  take 
charge  of  the  Bureau.  One  Sister  was  sent  from 
Edmonton  for  this  purpose. 


field  of  action  the  whole  of  the  Archdiocese.  It 
is  a  centre  where  Catholics  may  obtain  advice 
and  direction,  also  help  in  the  solution  of  their 
problems.  It  is  a  "clearing  house"  for  the  Cath- 
olic parishes,  and  a  connecting  link  between  the 
client  and  the  various  social  agencies  of  the  city. 
The  Bureau  also  collects  and  distributes  clothing 
not  only  to  the  city,  but  in  the  country  districts 
as  well.  During  the  months  of  October,  Novem- 
ber and  December,  1941,  two  thousand,  three 
hundred  and  twenty-four  articles  of  clothing 
were  given  away. 

This  collecting  and  distributing  of  clothing  en- 
tails much  work,  as  often  garments  have  to  be 
washed,  mended  or  made  over  entirely  before 
they  can  be  used,  and  it  'has  been  asked'  why  we 
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do  not  leave  this  giving  of  material  assistance 
to  non-sectarian  agencies  who  are  generally  far 
better  equipped  than  we  are.  To  this  question 
I  would  like  to  reply  in  the  words  of  Monsignor 
Fulton  J.  Sheen,  "Our  Social  Belief  Work  (the 
giving  of  clothes,  food,  etc.,)  should  be  a  bait — 
a  bait  for  Christ."  Through  this  giving  out  of 
old  clothes  we  are  trying  to  make  of  our  clients 
worthy  citizens  of  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven.  If 
our  material  assistance  does  not  lead  men  to 
higher  things,  then  it  is  useless,  and  would  be 
far  better  left  to  non-sectarian  agencies.  Again 
I  quote  from  Monsignor  Fulton  Sheen : 

"The  greatest  danger  we  all  face  in  social  work 
is  that  we  give  bread  only.  Catholic  Charity  has  no 
reason  for  existence  if  it  gives  only  bread.  Like 
Christ  at  Capharnaum,  we  must  give  bread  only  to 
make  them  follow  us  to  the  other  Bread,  which  is 
Christ,  the  Light  of  the  World.  We  are  not  only 
to  give  bread,  we  must  also  give  the  Eucharist,  we 
must  not  only  psychoanalyze,  we  must  absolve,  we 
must  not  only  lead  them  to  clinics,  we  must  take 
them  to  our  Tabernacles." 

These  words  of  an  outstanding  Catholic  priest 
and  thinker  sum  up  in  a  few  words  the  ideal  of 
what  a  Catholic  Welfare  Organization  should  be. 

At  the  Catholic  Central  Bureau  we  have  a 
work  room  equipped  with  three  sewing  machines, 
and  nearly  every  day  groups  of  ladies  from  the 
various  city  parishes  spend  several  hours  in 
making,  mending  or  making  over  clothes  for  the 
poor.  Twice  every  month  are  held  the  Bureau 
Social  evenings.  To  these  are  invited  the  aged, 
the  poor,  the  lonely,  the  toilers.  A  priest  gives 
a  short  talk,  some  form  .of  entertainment  is  pro- 
vided, and  refreshments  served.  The  Catholic 
Women's  '  League  sponsors  these  social 
evenings,  and  appoints  ladies  from  different 
parishes  to  act  as  hostesses.  They  also  provide 
the  refreshments.  The  social  gatherings  have 
been  very  successful  so  far,  and  we  hope  may 
be  the  means  of  bringing  many  closer  to  God. 

On  Sunday  afternoons  the  Bureau  is  bright 
with  the  sound  of  children's  voices,  for  three 
Catechism  classes  are  held  for  boys  and  girls 
attending  Public  Schools.  In  the  near  future  we 
hope  to  organize  a  Parent  Education  group  as 
well. 

Now  you  may  still  be  wondering  how  the 
Sister  at  the  Bureau  spends  her  day.  From  nine 
o'clock  in  the  morning  when  the  Bureau  opens 
its  doors,  until  five  in  the  evening  and  often  later, 
she  is  kept  busy.  There  are  the  cases  that  come 
to  the  Bureau  seeking  advice  or  help — the  cases 
of  broken  homes,  the  mother  trying  to  keep  a 
family  together  on  a  very  low  income,  the  delin- 
quent boy  or  girl  who  needs  supervision,  the  phy- 
sically handicapped,  the  mal-adjusted,  the  dis- 
couraged, the  young  man  planning  to  get  mar- 
ried, the  would-be  convert  seeking  instruction. 
Then  there  is  the  visiting  to  be  done.    As  far  as 


possible  each  case  is  visited  by  the  Bureau  Chap- 
lain, Reverend  Father  Mark.  O.F.M.,  the  Sister, 
a  member  of  the  Legion  of  Mary,  or  the  St.  Vin- 
cent de  Paul  Society.  This  latter  has  an  office 
at  the  Bureau,  and  a  representative  attends  every 
day  for  a  few  hours.  There  are  large  parcels 
or  bags  of  clothing  to  be  sent  out.  To-day  one 
was  sent  to  the  far  north,  to  an  Indian  Mission. 
These  consignments  are  made  up  by  a  good 
volunteer  worker  who  has  charge  of  the  cloth- 
ing department. 

In  social  work,  and  particularly  in  Catholic 
Social  Work,  one  must  be  "all  things  to  all  men." 
and  even  more,  one  must  be  another  Christ,  "for 
we  must  remember  that  Christ  has  no  other  eyes 
with  Avhich  to  see  the  poor  than  our  eyes ;  He 
has  no  other  hands  with  which  to  feed  the  hun- 
gry than  our  hands;  He  has  no  other  feet  to  go 
about  doing  good  than  our  feet;  He  has  no  other 
way  of  going  to  Cana,  of  lifting  up  fallen  Magda- 
lens,  except  by  and  throtigh  us."  (Msgr.  Fulton 
Sheen). 


An  Example  To  Follow 

RECENTLY  at  a  general  meeting  of  the  Wo- 
men's Missionary  Auxiliary  of  the  Angli- 
can Church  the  members  voted  "that  the 
sum  of  $3,000.00  suggested  in  the  Budget  be  in- 
creased to  $5,000.00  for  the  work  of  Sundav 
School  by  Post." 

This  missionary  society  of  the  Anglican  Church 
has  realized  the  importance  of  this  work  of  con- 
tacting their  children  by  mail.  To  help  its 
growth  it  has  stepped  up  its  subsidy.  The  work, 
as  we  know  it,  is  purely  gratuitous  and  depends 
altogether  on  outside  help. 

If  this  be  the  case  with  the  Anglicans  what 
must  we  not  say  of  our  own  Catechetical  Corres- 
pondence Course?  From  three  centres — Regina. 
Edmonton,  and  Fargo,  North  Dakota — the  Sisters 
of  Service  are  in  touch  by  mail  with  several 
thousand  children.  The  phenomenal  develop- 
ment of  their  work  at  these  points  has  often 
caused  them  financial  worries.  How  pleasant  it 
would  be  were  there  some  society  to  back  their 
efforts,  so  that  free  from  all  worry,  they  woidd 
be  able  to  centre  their  attention  solely  on  the 
correction  of  the  thousands  of  lessons  each  month 
brings  to  them  from  their  pupils  scattered  all 
over  the  West. 

What  a  noble  work  it  would  be  for  some 
Catholic  Society  to  sponsor  this  work  of  the  Sis- 
ters of  Service  and  furnish  them  the  funds  to 
carry  •on  !  No  better  contribution  could  be  made 
to  Mother  Church  in  our  effort  to  save  the  "lambs 
of  His  Flock."  This,  like  all  missionary  work, 
is  the  highest  form  of  Catholic  Action. 

G.  DALY.  C.Ss.R. 


FOR  THOSE  WHO  LONG  GOD'S  WORK  TO  DO,  WAYS  ARB  NOT  SCARCE.  NOR  CHANCES  FEW, 
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HOSPITAL  "HAPPENINGS" 


The  "Irish"  Patient. 

RECENTLY  a  boy  of  seventeen  was  admitted 
to  one  of  our  rural  Western  Hospitals.  He 
showed  symptoms  of  a  ruptured  appendix 
and  after  the  usual  examinations  and  tests  the 
doctor  decided  to  operate.  The  appendix  came 
out  and  it  was  gangrenous.  For  some  time  the 
poor  lad  was  very  ill  and  required  much  nursing 
care.  (He  became  known  as  "the  Irish  patient," 
although  he  was  of  Indian,  Negro,  Irish  and 
Scotch  extraction,  and  was  very  dark,  almost 
bronze,  with  kinky  hair.  When  one  of  our  Sis- 
ters who  is  from  the  "ould-sod"  was  told  that 
lie  was  Irish,  she  exclaimed:  "Sure,  he's  straight 
from  Africa!")  As  the  days  passed  he  improved 
considerably  and  appeared  to  be  well  on  the  way 
to  recovery  when  suddenly  symptoms  of  obstruc- 
tion and  general  peritonitis  developed.  He 
was  now  extremely  ill  and  his  family  were  noti- 
fied of  his  condition.  He  was  anointed,  and 
Father  L.  stayed  with  him  as  much  as  he  could 
as  the  poor  boy  derived  much  comfort  from  his 
presence.  Then  one  evening  the  mother  ar- 
rived, and  the  following  morning  the  boy  died. 
The  mother  was  sad,  indeed,  but  was  greatly 
comforted  by  the  fact  that  her  child  was  so 
well  prepared  for  death.  It  seems  that  another  son 
of  hers,  who  was  not  practising  his  religion,  met 
with  an  accident  some  time  ago  and  died  with- 
out the  Sacraments.  The  poor  woman  remained 
at  the  hospital  until  the  necessary  arrangements 
were  made  for  the  burial  and  during  this  time 
she  assisted  at  Mass  in  the  chapel  daily,  and 
also  received  the  Sacraments. 

Marriage  Blessed  and  Baby  Baptized. 

The  Sisters  had  learned  that  a  young  woman 
patient  was  married  to  a  Catholic  and  the  cere- 
mony had  not  been  performed  ,by  a  priest. 
Zealous  efforts  were  at  once  made  to  rectify  this 
condition.  Father  was  notified  and  he  obtained 
the  consent  of  both  parties  to  have  their  mar- 
riage validated  in  the  eyes  of  the  Church.  This 
was  done  quietly  at  the  hospital,  with  the  Sisters 
as  witnesses.  Some  weeks  later  the  woman  re- 
turned to  the  hospital  to  visit  a  patient.  During 
conversation  with  her  the  Sisters  learned  that 
the  couple  had  a  two-year-old  baby,  not  yet  bap- 
tized. The  necessity  of  baptism  was  explained  to 
the  mother  and  she  was  urged  to  bring  the  child 
to  receive  the  Sacrament.  A  few  days  later  both 
the  father  and  mother  arrived  with  the  baby  and 
Father  baptized  her.  Arrangements  were  then 
made  for  the  mother  to  receive  a  course  of  in- 
struction by  mail  from  our  Catechetical  House 

OUR  OWN  IMPERFECTIONS  MAKE  US 


in  Edmonton,  and  it  is  hoped  that  she  will  soon 
be  received  into  the  Church. 

Impressions  of  Our  New  Recruit. 

Sister  Tyler,  who  recently  received  her  nurs- 
ing diploma  from  the  Misericordia  Hospital, 
Edmonton,  was  immediately  appointed  to  the 
nursing  staff  of  Edson  Hospital.  A  request  by 
us  that  she  send  us  a  description  of  some  of  her 
new  experiences  resulted  in  a  letter  from  which 
we  have  made  the  following  extracts  for  our 
readers : 

"It  seems  that  I  cannot  give  you  any  hospital 
'news'  without  first  telling  you  how  much  I  appre- 
ciate being  with  our  Sisters.  After  three  years  of 
training,  I  realize  now  that  ray  'training'  has  only 
begun.  I  hope  God  gives  me  the  grace  ever  to  be 
grateful  for  my  vocation  to  the  Sisters  of  Service. 

"At  present,  I  have  the  children's  ward  and  one 
of  ithe  men's  wards,  where  the  patients  are  practi- 
cally all  ambulatory — cut  fingers,  bruised  arms  and 
torn  ligaments — just  enough  to  keep  them  in  the 
hospital  and  not  enough  to  render  them  miserable. 
I  am  getting  experience  now  on  how  to  ap- 
proach these  men  about  receiving  the  Sacraments. 
Most  of  them  are  willing  enough,  and  their  sim- 
plicity at  times  is  touching.  It  seems  that  some 
spend  just  enough  time  here  to  make  their  peace 
with  God  before  returning  to  the  camps.  I  wonder 
if  they  ever  feel  the  futility  of  their  lives,  working 
for  a  few  dollars  without  the  consolation  of  their 
religion,  and  very  often  without  any  family  ties. 

"Lyle  is  in  the  children's  ward  and  although  he 
was  rather  a  sullen  little  boy  when  he  first  arrived, 
he  now  greets  everyone  with  a  smile,  but  then,  any- 
one would  feel  better  if  relieved  by  a  drainage  of 
empyema.  The  pleural  cavity  is  still  being  irrigated 
three  times  a  day,  and  as  the  drainage  lessens,  Lyle's 
appetite  and  disposition  seems  to  improve  and  meal 
time  is  the  most  important  moment  of  the  day  for 
him.  We  often  wheel  him  into  the  men's  ward,  and 
their  efforts  to  amuse  him  are  sometimes  unique. 

"Sunday  we  attended  High  Mass  in  the  Ruthen- 
ian  Rite.  It  was  very  beautiful,  and  as  we  were 
provided   with   English   translation   and   notes,  we 


A  Patient  in  the  Men's  Ward. 
HASTY  TO  REBUKE  THE  IMPERFECT. 
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were  able  to  appreciate  it  fully.  We  received  Holy 
Communion  under  both  species. 

"Here  at  Edson  we  seem  to  be  surrounded  by 
natural  beauty.  One  of  the  chief  sources  of  inter- 
est is  the  Rockies,  for  as  many  times  as  we  gaze  at 
them  past  the  miles  of  fir  trees,  a  different  panorama 
greets  us  as  the  light  reflects  on  their  snow-capped 
summits." 

At  the  Office  Wicket. 

In  the  same  mail  that  brought  Sister  Tyler's 
"impressions"  we  were  made  happy  by  another 
letter,  giving-  glimpses  of  hospital  life  as  seen 
by  the  Sister  in  charge  of  the  admitting  office: 

"Since  my  appointment  here,  I  have  discovered 
that  not  all  the  drama  of  hospital  life  comes  to  light 
in  the  hospital  ward  or  in  the  operating  room;  at 
times  it  is  to  be  found  even  within  the  limits  of  the 
admitting  office. 

"The  ways  in  which  I  come  in  contact  with  people 
are  by  mail,  telephone  and  personal  contact  at  the 
office  wicket.  The  office  wicket  is  the  first  place 
that  a  patient  ordinarily  presents  himself  or  herself, 
and  if  it  so  happens  that  it  is  a  stretcher  case,  the 
relatives  or  friends  make  an  appearance  at  my  win- 
dow— and  quite  often  these  are  as  sick  as  the 
patient  (with  worry!)  and  we  must  bear  in  mind 
always  that  the  person  presenting  himself  at  the 
admitting  office  is  not  normal  physically  and  is  under 
a  great  mental  strain. 

"The  office  wicket  is  a  frame  for  many  an 
anxious,  weary  and  distraught  countenance.  Now 
there  was  Jackie's  mother,  whose  precious  two-year- 
old  was  having  his  tonsils  out,  and  the  poor  mother 
could  feel  every  pain  thrice  as  acutely  as  the  little 
one  (at  least  in  imagination).  It  was  a  big  event 
for  that  little  lad  and  a  real  crisis  in  her  life  for  the 
mother,  even  though  it  was  only  another  T.  &  A. 
in  hospital  routine. 

"Then  there  was  the  elderly  gentleman  who 
brought  several  bags  of  fruit  and  three  bottles  of 
coca  cola  for  poor  Mike,  who  was  being  fed  in- 
traveneously,  and  was  denied  anything  by  mouth. 
This  had  to  be  explained  tactfully  to  the  good  old 
man  to  prevent  his  feelings  being  hurt. 

"The  telephone  is  another  means  of  communi- 
cation used  I-don't-know-how-often  daily.  Mrs. 
Halton  is  on  the  line  and  wants  to  know:  'What  did 
Stanley  have  for  supper?'  or  'How  soon  can  Stanley 
have  ice  cream  and  ginger  ale?'  Mr.  Gordon  is 
phoning  to  find  out  how  his  wife  is  and  after  your 
statements  that  Mrs.  Gordon  is  very  well  and  is  the 
mother  of  a  beautiful  little  girl,  there  are  a  few 
inarticulate  sounds  at  the  other  end  and  then  a 
voice:  'Gosh,  can  I  come  over  and  see  it?'  Two 
rings  again,  and  then,  'Sister,  the  No.  2  is  bringing 
a  stretcher  case  from  a  saw  mill.  Please  have  the 
carriage  at  the  ambulance  entrance.'  The  patient  is 
Mr.  Person;  he  is  unconscious  and  remains  that 
way  for  days.  Then  there  is  the  town  policeman 
on  the  line:  'Sister,  the  Public  Administrator  wants 
a  report  with  regard  to  the  effects  of  Steve  who  died 
up  there  last  week.' 

"The  mail  brings  some  sad  and  some  glad  tales 
of  human  lives.  Mrs.  Anderson  writes:  'Baby  is 
fine,  thanks.  He  weights  eleven  pounds,  now.'  An- 
other letter:  'I  was  sorry  not  to  be  able  to  see  you 
in  town  when  I  promised,  but  mother,  who  is  88 
years  old,  is  sick  in  bed,  and  I  have  to  stay  with  her 
day  and  night.'  And  from  Mr.  Brown:  'You  might 
tell  Sister  Superior  that  I  have  a  smoker  stand  ready 
1o  go  down  to  the  Hospital  and  I  am  going  lo  send 
a  cribbage  board  made  out  of  a  deer  horn  for  the 
use  of  the  patients  in  the  Hospital  whenever  I  get 
a  chance  to  send  it  down.'  " 


Vilna  Newslets. 

A  Sister  at  our  Vilna  Hospital  has  sent  us  an 
interesting  sketch  of  the  various  activities  on 
that  mission: 

"Our  little  hospital  is  not  busy  these  days,  but 
God  does  not  withhold  opportunities  for  doing  His 
work  in  some  form  or  other.  Groups  of  eager-eyed 
youngsters  are  finding  their  way  up  here  with 
heartening  regularity,  and  working  with  these 
children  is  a  privilege  for  which  we  cannot  be  thank- 
ful enough. 

"Early  in  December  we  reorganized  the  choir, 
and  started  off  with  ten  members.  We  practised, 
practised,  practised,  after  school  and  in  the  evening, 
that  the  singing  might  be  perfect  for  Christmas. 
Midnight  Mass  was  really  lovely.  Red  and  white 
vigil  lights  glowed  softly  against  the  white  and  gold 
of  the  altar.  Father  built  a  beautiful  Crib,  over 
which  floated  a  firmament  of  silver  stars  and  a 
silver  moon,  with  a  blue  background.  The  effect  in 
the  lamp-lit  church  was  realistic  and  caused  not  a 
little  stir  among  the  congregation.  At  11.45  the 
music  started,  and  I  think  the  children's  voices  must 
have  been  a  true  'Sursum  corda'  to  all  present,  as 
they  sang  the  beautiful  Gregorian  Mass  'Cum 
Jubilo'  and  carolled  forth  the  loved  old  Christmas 
hymns. 

"Our  own  Christmas  here  was  as  near  perfect  as 
it  could  be.  Of  course  on  Christmas  Eve  about  9.30 
p.m.,  in  deference  to  feast-day  tradition,  two  acci- 
dent cases  came  in.  However,  the  patching  up 
process  did  not  take  too  much  time,  and  the  ex- 
citement caused  was  quite  in  keeping  with  the 
season.  Santa  Claus  was  in  a  very  benevolent  mood 
and  everyone  seemed  to  be  living  up  to  the  song: 
'Tis  the  season  to  be  jolly.' 

"In  January  we  had  a  party  for  the  choristers. 
They  had  a  gala  time,  with  some  rollicking  singing, 
plenty  of  goodies  and  a  little  present  for  each  one. 
The  choir  has  grown  by  leaps  and  bounds  and  now 
numbers  twenty-five  members.  Practice  is  scheduled 
for  7  p.m.  on  Wednesday  evenings,  but  they  begin 
to  arrive  about  6.15,  some  walking  five  or  six  miles. 

"At  present  there  is  a  play  for  St.  Patrick's 
Day  in  the  making.  Father  is  directing  it,  and  it  is 
going  to  be  a  grand  success.  The  cast  are  very 
enthusiastic,  but  the  brogue  does  stump  them  a  bit. 
Why,  they  want  to  know,  is  the  play  written  in 
bad  English.  Shades  of  St.  Patrick!  Too  bad  you 
can't  drop  in  some  evening  when  we  are  in  the  drama 
business.  Father  takes  the  play  in  the  laundry. 
Sister  H.  and  I  take  the  dancers  in  the  dining  room. 
Sister  Superior  and  Sister  W.  hold  the  fort  upstairs, 
and  entertain  the  companions  each  member  of  the 
cast  brings  along. 

"All  this  may  give  the  impression  that  though  In 
a  hospital  we  do  everything  but  nurse.  Really,  that 
is  not  so.  Occasionally  we  have  spells  of  feverish 
activity  in  the  nursing  line.  Ordinarily,  our  patients 
keep  us  comfortably  busy,  with  some  spare  time  to 
devote  to  other  phases  of  missionary  endeavour. 

"And  thus  we  go  on,  trying  to  utilize  life's  little 
opportunities  for  the  glory  of  God  and  the  good  of 
souls.  Sometimes  our  task  is  only  to  still  the  auto- 
cratic 'Wah!'  of  an  infant:  at  others  to  whisper  into 
dying  ears  the  age-old  prayers  that  have  brought 
peace  and  comfort  to  countless  hearts;  again,  we 
may  be  called  upon  to  face  a  serious  emergency 
when  no  medical  help  is  available.  Whatever  the 
task,  we  try  to  keep  our  hearts  lifted  upwards — 
working  earnestly,  but  praying,  too.  always  mindful 
that  no  matter  how  well  we  may  sow — 'God  giveth 
the  increase.'  " 


NO  OXE  IS  USELESS  IN  THIS  WORLD  WHO  LIGHTENS  THE  BURDEN  FOR  SOMEBODY  ELSE. 
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SPIRITUAL  DEFENSE 


Guarding  the  Souls  of  Children  From  the 
Bombs  of  Satan. 

WE  are  hearing  much  of  national  defense 
these  days.  In  the  call  to  material  de- 
fense, the  nation  is  giving  of  its  best  in 
brains  and  resources  to  safeguard  the  material 
happiness  and  constitutions  of  its  subjects.  But 
there  is  another  matter  of  far  more  concern  to 
each  individual  than  his  political  status,  of 
greater  importance  than  the  wealth  of  empires, 
namely,  the  defense  of  man's  immortal  soul. 

Down  through  the  ages  the  Catholic  Church 
has  realized  the  vital  importance  of  this  "super- 
natural defense"  in  the  spiritual  welfare  of  her 
children,  no  matter  what  their  circumstances 
and  condition  in  life.  The  education  of  children 
in  religious  doctrine  is  the  greatest  "super- 
natural defense"  programme  of  the  Church. 

In  Western  Canada  many  thousands  of  young 
Canadians  are  growing  up  far  from  the  spiri- 
tual guidance  of  the  priest  and  the  moral  in- 
fluence of  the  Church. 

The  Sisters  of  Service  went  into  the  field  of 
action  over  seventeen  years  ago  and  through 
their  religious  Correspondence  Schools  have 
given  to  these  isolated  members  of  the  Mystical 
Body  of  Christ  the  weapons  of  "supernatural 
defense" — the  knowledge  of  their  holy  Faith. 

After  seventeen  years  of  devoted  service,  the 
fruit  of  their  labour  is  being  realized  in  the  lives 
of  the  now  young  men  and  women  who  have 
"graduated"  from  our  correspondence  schools, 
in  Edmonton  and  Regina. 

S.O.S.  Correspondence  Alumni. 

Colleges  and  Schools  follow  with  interest  and 
pride  the  careers  of  their  one-time  pupils,  into 
the  world  of  their  chosen  vocations,  long  years 
after  they  have  gone  from  the  guidance  and  in- 
fluence of  their  teachers. 

The  good  work  accomplished  for  souls  by 
the  "silent  teacher"  of  religious  correspondence 
is  revealed  in  the  personal  contact  and  in  the 
hundreds  of  letters  received,  expressing  sincere 
and  deep  appreciation  of  what  great  value  the 
years  of  "catechism  by  mail"  has  been  in  the  up- 
building of  their  spiritual  life. 

Our  "graduates"  are  now  facing  the  prob- 
lems of  life  under  all  kinds  of  conditions,  all 
over  the  Dominion  of  Canada  and  many  have 
have  kept  in  touch  with  the  Sisters. 

Vocations  to  Priesthood  and  Religious  Life. 

The  young  priest,  who  is  now  a  shepherd  of 
souls  in  the  vineyard  of  the  Master,  can  look 


back  with  a  smile  on  many  lessons  answered  and 
corrected.  The  children  under  his  care  are 
"checked  up"  often  on  their  regularity  in  send- 
ing in  their  lessons.  Letters  have  been  received 
from  boys  of  'teen  age  in  the  Public  High  School, 
saying  "what  a  wonderful  help  the  Senior  course 
is,  in  understanding  the  truths  of  their  faith,  as 
it,  is  their  great  desire  one  day  to  become  a 
priest." 

The  part  the  correspondence  course  has 
played  in  fostering  vocations  to  the  religious 
life  is  most  consoling.  These  happy  young  reli- 
gions have  written  to  us  to  tell  us  "that  they 
owe  their  first  thoughts  of  a  vocation  to  the 
Convent,  through  studying  their  catechism  by 
mail."  "We  know  that  many  prayers  arise  to  God 
for  His  blessing  on  our  work  from  these  loving 
and  grateful  hearts  of  our  former  pupils. 

The  younger  members  of  the  family  keep  us 
informed  of  the  progress  in  the  Convent.  An 
amusing  letter  was  sent  to  us  by  the  little  brother 
of  eight,  who  had  been  present  at  hisi  sister's 
reception  of  the  holy  habit:  "Dear  Sisters,  on 
Monday  we  went  in  our  neigbour's  car,  to  see 
my  sister  Mary,  who  used  to  take  your  exams, 
being  made  into  a  Nun.  Mom  and  Dad  were  sure 
glad,  and  Mary  sure  looks  swell  in  that  dress 
that  nun's  get  on." 

The  enthusiastic  young  teacher,  labouring  in 
the  humble  out-of-the-way  school  hous'e,  remem- 
bers the  help  that  the  religious  course  has  been 
to  him  in  his  student  days,  and  now  co-operates 
with  the  Sisters  in  giving  his  pupils  the  advan- 
tage of  religious  instruction. 

They're  in  the  Army  Now  And  in  the 
Navy  Too. 

It  is  not  unusual  for  a  sister  on  answering  the 


S.O.S.  Correspondence  School  and  Convent, 
Edmonton,  Alberta. 


WHAT  IS  REALLY  BEAUTIFUL  NEEDS  NO  ADORN  IN  (J. 
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door  bell  at  the  Convent,  to  be  smartly  saluted 
by  a  soldier  in  khaki  or  in  the  air  force  blue. 
With  a  friendly  smile  he  introduces  himself.  "I'm 
J.  B.  from  C,  and  I  have  taken  your  corres- 
pondence course  for  a  long  time."  He  has  brought 
with  him  another  soldier,  with  whom  he  has  re- 
cently made  friends  at  the  barracks.  He  tells  us 
that  his  friend  is  taking  instructions  to  become 
a  Catholic  and  "thanks  to  the  course  I  have 
studied  from  you,  Sister,  I  have  been  able  to  ex- 
plain many  points  of  Catholic  belief  to  him.  I 
have  longed  for  this  day  to  meet  you  all  and 
thank  you  personally  for  your  interest  in  my 
spiritual  education  during  the  past  six  years." 

The  little  crumply  note  enclosed  with  the 
younger  brother's  lessons  explains  to  us  the 
reason  why  Mike  was  not  answering  his  lessons 
lately:  "Dear  Sisters,  Mike  can't  answer  his 
lessons  now  as  he  is  an  air-gunner  in  the  Air 
Force  and  he  is  too  busy  now."  Yes,  we  could 
quite  understand  how  busy  poor  Mike  was !  God 
bless  him ! 

The  grim  tragedy  of  war  has  made  us  realize 
how  swiftly  the  years  have  passed  since  these 
lads  first  started  their  junior  lessons  in  prepar- 
ation for  their  first  Holy  Communion.  They 
continued  right  on  long  after  the  catechism 
classes  given  after  the  Sunday  Mass  were  over — 
through  their  high  school  years  and  their  days 
of  hard  labour  on  the  farm  when  they  had  to 
do  a  man's  job.  The  list  of  those  who  have 
answered  their  country's  call  is  a  long  one.  We 
feel  that  the  knowledge  and  love  of  their  Holy 
Catholic  Faith  obtained  through  the  "mail"  will 
go  a  long  way  to  make  them  brave  and  loyal 
defenders  of  their  country's  cause,  and  when  the 
battle  of  life  is  over  reach  the  everlasting  joys 
of  heaven. 

A  Morning's  Mail  at  Regina. 

Every  problem  and  sorrow  of  life  finds  an 
outlet  and  solace  in  writing  to  the  Sisters.  The 
worried  mother  anxious  for  the  welfare  of  her 
children  and  now  with  the  added  soi'row  of  her 
boy  "overseas,"  writes  of  her  fears  and  anxiety 
for  him;  the  mother  feels  that  Sister  too,  "knows 
her  boy."  The  young  girl  thinking  of  marrying 
a  non-Catholic,  asks  advice  about  getting  "her 
boy  friend"  to  take  instructions.  One  good 
mother  writes:  "Sisters,  I  have  been  studying 
the  little  Sunday-school  lessons/  that  you  have 
been  sending  to  the  children,  and  I  have  the 
great  desire  to  become  a  Catholic  so  that  I  can 
be  one  with  my  husband  and  children.  Please 
advise  me  what  to  do  to  become  a  Catholic."  The 
young  girl  moving  from  place  to  place  in  domes- 
tic work,  is  always  anxious  and  most  faithful 
in  answering  her  lessons.  Tn  them  she  finds  com- 
panionship in  her  lonely  hours  among  strangers. 
The  student  taking  her  business  course  away 
from   the   environment    of  home   sends   us  a 


chatty  letter  telling  us  of  her  new  surroundings 
and  companions,  and  expressing  her  regret  that 
she  cannot  continue  her  catechism  lessons  for 
the  present  time. 

They  come  from  the  hidden  and  lonely  val- 
leys of  British  Columbia,  the  Yukon  Territories, 
and  Sunny  Alberta,  across  the  vast  prairie 
spaces  of  Saskatchewan  and  from  the  bush-land 
of  Ontario ;  all  descendants  of  divers  races  with 
different  mother  tongues,  but  like  one  big,  happy 
family,  with  the  same  interest  and  aim,  that  of 
learning  and  living  the  answer  to  the  first  ques- 
tion in  the  junior  catechism  "to  know,  love  and 
serve  God." 

Freely,  as  ye  have  received,  so  give 

He  bade,  Who  hath  given  us  all, 
How  shall  the  soul  in  us  longer  live 

Deaf  to  their  starving  call. 
For  whom  the  blood  of  the  Lord  was  shed, 
And  His  Body  broken  to  give  them  bread, 

If  we  eat  our  morsel  alone? 


SEEN  THROUGH  OTHER  EYES. 

WE  always  take  for  granted  appreciation 
voiced  by  Catholics  when  they  are  given 
a  close-up  of  our  charitable  institutions. 
This  is  expected  from  their  loyalty  to  Mother 
Church.  But  when  this  commendation  comes 
from  an  outsider,  from  one  who  is  not  of  our 
faith,  it  takes  on  a  particular  significance.  Not 
having  the  background  of  faith,  his  judgment  very 
often  is  based  on  purely  humanitarian  standards. 
He  fully  appreciates  the  contribution  of  our  Sisters 
and  of  their  work  to  the  welfare  of  society. 

Some  time  ago  a  prominent  non-Catholic  busi- 
ness man  who  came  into  contact  with  the  work  of 
the  Sisters  of  Service  out  West,  wrote  to  us  the 
following  kind  words: 

"The  work  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  is  surely  de- 
serving of  commendation  from  all.  It  seems  to  me 
that  it  is  a  wonderful  thing  in  these  highly  material- 
istic days  to  find  that  there  are  people  willing  to 
serve  anonymously  and  for  which  they  receive  only 
the  necessities  of  life  as  a  reward  to  themselves. 
It  seems  to  me  that  it  is  only  because  this  urge  to 
serve  still  exists  in  human  beings  that  we  can  have 
any  hope  for  a  better  and  more  peaceful  world.'" 

This  statement  is  worth  noting. 

G.  DALY,  C.Ss.R. 


No  change  of  circumstances  can  repair  a 
defect  of  character. 


Bad  men  excuse  their  faults;  good  men  aban- 
don them. 


What  thou  wilt,  thou  shall  rather  enforce 
with  thy  smile  than  hew  it  with  thy  sword. 


IT  IS  THE  HEART,  NOT  THE  BRAIN,  THAT  TO  THE  HIGHEST  DOTH  ATTAIN. 
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God  Bless  Our  Holy  Father,  Pope  Pius  XII 


MAY 

1917 


MAY 

1942 


WITH  hearts  aglow  with  filial  affection,  we 
add  our  humble  greetings  and  congratu- 
lations to  the  numerous  felicitations  re- 
ceived by  our  Holy  Father  on  the  celebration  of 
His  Silver  Jubilee  of  Episcopal  Consecration. 
On  this  glorious  occasion  our  prayers  unite  with 
those  of  the  whole  Catholic  world  that  God  may 
bless  abundantly  our  well-beloved  Father  in  God 
and  make  fruitful  his  zealous  aud  untiring  ef- 
forts to  bring  about  true  peace  with  justice 


among  His  children  of  all  nations  now  engaged 
in  such  bitter  fratricidal  strife. 

May  the  many  fervent  petitions  ascending  to 
God  from  Christians  throughout  the  world  ob- 
tain for  His  Holiness  the  special  graces  needed  to 
bear  the  heavy  burden  present-day  conditions 
have  placed  upon  His  shoulders.  May  the  Lord 
preserve  Him  from  all  evil  and  grant  Him  many 
more  years  in  which  to  guide,  as  Vicegerent  of 
Christ,  the  Kingdom  of  God  on  earth ! 


HE  WHO  COMMENCES   MANY   THINGS   FINISHES  BUT  FEW. 
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TWENTY  YEARS  AGO 


ON  August  15,  1922,  four  young  women  were 
assembled  in  >a  chapel  at  No.  2  Wellesley 
Place,  Toronto.  They  had  come  to  dedi- 
cate their  lives  to  the  Service  of  the  Divine  Mas- 
ter. They  were  the  nucleus  of  a  new  missionary 
community  in  Canada,  the  "Sisters  of  Service." 
The  purpose  of  this  apostolic  venture,  the  new 
method  of  approach  to  a  pressing  problem,  the 
very  name  of  the  Institute  had  attracted  them. 
They  had  faith  aixl  confidence  in  this  new  ideal 
of  religious  life.  Their  presence  that  morning 
sealed  their  noble  determination  to  dedicate  their 
life  to  God's  service  in  this  nascent  Institute. 
It  answered  their  missionary  aspirations. 

Twenty  years  have  passed  since  that  event- 
ful day.  The  Institute  of  the  Sisters  of  Service 
was  then  but  an  ideal  and  >a  promise.  The  pas- 
sage of  time  alone  shall  tell  if  the  realization  of 
that  ideal  and  the  fulfillment  of  that  promise 
have  fallen  short  of  all  expectations,  Twenty 
years  are  but  'as  a  day  in  the  history  of  a  reli- 
gious community.  Like  the  mighty  oaks  of  the 
forest,  their  growth  is  slow  and  uneventful. 

The  experience  of  past  years,  the  steady 
growth  in  the  number  of  subjects,  the  rapid  ex- 
pansion of  the  work,  the  increasing  demands  for 
new  foundations,  bear  good  hope  for  the  security 
of  the  future. 

We  have  not  the  intention  of  singing  the 
praises  of  what  the  pioneer  Sisters,  by  their  zeal 
and  sacrifice  have  accomplished.  God's  angels 
have  kept  the  record  and  that  is  sufficient.  But 
what  we  do  really  want  to  celebrate  on  this 
occasion  of  the  twentieth  birthday  of  the  Insti- 
tute is  the  kindness  and  thoughtfulness  of  Divine 
Providence.  God,  like  a  kind  Father,  has  taken 
our  humble  Institute  by  the  hand  'and  has  gently 
led  it  on.  He  has  sheltered  us  under  His  wings. 
That  we  have  been  able  in  so  feAv  years  to  ex- 
tend our  activities  throughout  Canada,  from 
Halifax  to  Vancouver,  is  assuredly  d;ie  to  His 
kind  Providence.  Like  a  small  but  valiant  army 
the  Institute  has  now  occupied  certain  strategic 
points  from  where  in  the  future  it  will  deploy 
peaceful  battalions.  A  handful  of  Sisters  now 
holds  the  battle  line  until  the  day  when  their  in- 
creasing numbers  will  allow  them  to  go  into  ac- 
tion on  an  increased  scale. 

How  we  were  able  to  open  hostels,  build  hos- 
pitals, acquire  a  Mother  House  and  a  Novitiate, 
and  support  them  is  another  miracle  of  that  kind 


Providence.  Its  presence  in  this  matter  became 
at  times  tangible.  Friends  unknown  to  us  re- 
membered our  work  in  their  last  will.  The  Ca- 
tholic people  at  large  throughout  the  Dominion 
have  helped  us.  The  self-sacrificing  nature  of  the 
undertaking  appealed  to  them.  They  felt  that 
these  little  missionary  Sisters  were  as  "their 
proxies"  in  the  apostolate  of  the  "Field  at  Home." 
The  Catholic  Women's  League  adopted  their  work 
as  one  of  its  national  endeavours  and  has  loyally 
stood  by  its  pledge  all  through  the  bleak  years 
of  depression.  The  combined  effort  of  these 
benefactors  has  kept  the  ship  afloat,  although  at 
times,  we  must  'admit,  the  sea  Avas  rough.  We 
had  to  start  on  borrowed  money.  The  interest 
charges  have  been  heavy.  Like  a  dragging  an- 
chor, this  has  prevented  our  ship  from  taking 
to  the  high  sea  of  greater  endeavours.  But  with 
time  and  the  continued  help  of  our  friends  Ave 
hope  to  free  ourselves  of  these  debts.  The  God 
"Who  feeds  the  sparroAA\s  of  the  air  and  decks 
the  lilies  in  princely  garments,"  will  take  care  of 
us  if  Ave  prove  ourselves  more  and  more  worthy 
of  His  special  protection. 

A  letter  of  recent  date  which  appears  in  this 
issue  and  written  by  the  Superior  of  one  of  our 
poor  missions,  is  indicative  that  this  same  Divine 
Providence  continues  to  favor  our  little  mission- 
ary sisters  with  a  loving  care. 

Relying  with  confidence  on  the  same  loving 
and  benign  Providence  that  Avatched  over  the 
cradle  of  our  small  and  humble  Institute.  Ave 
face  the  future  with  great  hope.  After  all.  our  am- 
bition is  to  extend  the  Kingdom  of  Christ  by  the 
conservation  and  propagation  of  our  holy  Faith. 
Is  not  this  the  very  Avork  of  the  Divine  Master 
who  said:  "Have  confidence,  my  little  ones.  I  have 
overcome  the  Avorld."  (Jo.  XVI.,  33).  In  Him 
Ave  confide.  To  Him  Ave  pledge  ourselves  to  an 
ever  more  faithful  and  generoiis  service,  true  to 
our  motto,  "I  have  come  to  serve." 


ALT,  DOORS  OPEN  TO  (X)I  KTKSV 


JULY,  1942 
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A  LIVING  MEMORIAL 


TO  mark  an  event  and  keep  its  memory  green  for  years  to  come,  it  is  often  customary  to  plant 
a  tree.    Many  a  sturdy  oak,  a  tall  elm,  or  an  elegant  maple  are  to-day  the  silent  reminders 
of  some  historical  scene  or  of  the  passage  of  some  notable  celebrity.    These  "green"  witnesses 
of  the  past  have  an  eloquence  all  their  own.    They  are,  indeed,  living  memorials.    A  tree  lives,  and 
we  want  our  memories  to  live  on  with  it  when  we  will  have  passed  away. 

It  was  befitting  that  we  should  have  remembered  the  twentieth  anniversary  of  the  foundation  of 

DO  NOT  NEGLECT  YOUR  OWN  FIELD  TO  PLOUGH  YOUR  NEIGHBOUR'S. 
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the  Institute  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  by  plant- 
ing on  the  lawn  that  surrounds  its  Mother  House, 
a  maple  tree. 

A  TREE!  .  .  "Only  Gocl  can  make  a  tree!" 
There  is  no  better  symbol  of  the  slow  and  hidden 
growth  of  a  religious  institution.  We  all  'admire 
its  rich  foliage,  but  never  see  the  hidden  roots, 
which  feed  its  mysterious  life.  And  every  spring 
its  renascent  vigor  gives  us  new  promise  of  the 
future. 

A  MAPLE  TREE!  .  .  Is  not  Canada,  "the 
land  of  the  maple,"  the  specific  mission  field  of 
the  Sisters  of  Service?  "From  Sea  to  Sea"- — 
from  the  Atlantic  to  the  Pacific,  their  missions 
are  like  trees  planted  along  the  King's  High- 
way, offering  shelter  and  rest  to  many  a  weary 
Christian  pilgrim.  Under  their  spreading  sha- 
dow he  finds  anew  "the  way"  he  had  lost. 

The  maple  tree,  planted  on  the  Feast  of  St. 
George,  1942,  now  stands,  in  its  vigorous  youth, 
and  already  crowned  with  its  spring  foilage,  as 
a  remembrance  of  the  past  two  decades  and  as 
a  hope  of  those  to  come.  Years  will  come  and 
go  .  .  .  and  our  tree  will  grow  on.  While  the 
summer  breeze  plays  through  its  spreading 
foliage  the  birds  will  come  there  to  sing  their 
evensong.  And  when  the  winter  winds  whistle 
through  its  gaunt  and  naked  branches,  may  they 
be  as  a  faint  echo  of  'a  "De  Profundis"  for  those 
who  planted  it ! 

G.  DALY,  C.Ss.R. 

April  23rd,  1942. 


TREES. 

I  think  that  I  shall  never  see 
A  poem  as  lovely  as  a  tree. 

A  tree  whose  hungry  mouth  is  pressed 
Against  the  earth's  sweet  flowing  breast : 

A  tree  that  looks  at  God  all  day, 
And  lifts  her  leafy  arms  to  pray; 

A  tree  that  may  in  summer  wear 
A  nest  of  robins  in  her  hair ; 

Upon  whose  bosom  snow  has  lain; 
Who  intimately  lives  with  rain. 

Poems  are  made  by  fools  like  me. 
But  only  Gocl  can  make  a  tree. 

— Joyce  Kilmer. 


My  God  has  hid  Himself  from  me 
Behind  whatever  else  I  see. 

—Father  Tabb. 


BOOK  REVIEW 

MARCH  INTO  TO-MORROW.  By  John  J.  Con- 
sidine,  M.M.  Field  Afar  Press,  121  East  39th 
Street,  New  York,  N.Y.    Price  $2.00. 

This  new  volume  from  the  Field  Afar  Press  is 
an  interesting  and  instructive  resume  of  the  ac- 
tivities of  Maryknoll  missioners  since  the  year 
1918,  when  the  first  mission  band  set  out  from  the 
Maryknoll  Seminary  for  South  China. 

Although  the  book  does  not  claim  to  be  an 
exact  historical  review.  Father  Considine  has 
given  us  clear-cut  pictures  of  the  work  accom- 
plished, with  fascinating  glimpses  of  principal 
events  in  each  of  the  eight  mission  territories 
now  lander  Maryknoll  jurisdiction.  The  incidents 
related  are  sometimes  humorous,  sometimes  pa- 
thetic, but  always  there  is  the  human  interest  that 
touches  the  heart. 

A  special  feature  of  the  volume  is  the  splen- 
did and  numerous  illustrations,  which  bring 
vividly  before  us  the  various  phases  of  the  mis- 
sioner's  life.  If  it  is  true  that  "one  picture  is 
worth  a  thousand  words."  then  the  "March  Into 
To-morrow  "should  be  valued  very  highly. 

We  heartily  recommend  this  book  to  all  lovers 
of  the  missions.  It  will  be  a  valuable  addition  to 
any  library,  but  it  should  receive  a  special  wel- 
come by  all  who  had  the  privilege  of  reading 
"All  the  Day  Long"  by  Daniel  Sargent.  To  all 
readers  it  will  be  'a  revelation  of  the  spirit  of 
men  who  in  their  zeal  for  the  salvation  of  souls 
are  willing  and  even  eager  "to  be  ground  under 
foot,  spat  upon,  and  worn  out.  if  by  so  being 
they  may  become  the  King's  Highway  in  pathless 


IN  TE,  DOMINE,  SPERAVI. 

The  following  extract  from  a  letter  written 
by  a  Superior  of  one  of  our  missions  brings  forc- 
ibly to  mind  the  Avords  of  the  Psalmist:  "In 
Thee.  O  Lord,  have  I  hoped;  I  shall  not  be  eon- 
founded  forever." 

"Last  Monday  I  needed  forty  dollars,  simply 
had  to  have  it.  and  there  was  only  $3.00  in  the 
bank  and  none  in  the  house.  So  I  wrote  the 
cheque  needed  aud  mailed  it!  Then  T  went  to 
the  Chapel,  put  two  lights  on  the  altar  in  honour 
of  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  and  asked  our  Lord 
to  supply  what  was  necessary.  That  evening 
about  6.30  I  received  a  cheque  for  $43.00  most 
unexpectedly — and  most  welcome,  too,  you  may 
be  sure.  1  was  most  grateful  to  Him  and  felt 
very  small  when  I  compared  the  kind  of  service 
I  give  Him  with  the  kind  He  gives  me." 


EVEN   A  DOG  WELL  UKED  MAKES  HOSTS  OP  FRIENDS. 
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Resume 

IN  THREE  YEARS— WHAT? 

By  RT.  REV.  W.  T.  MULLOY. 


YEARS  pass  rapidly.    Time  waits  for  no  man. 
The  Sisters  of  Service  have  been  in  Fargo 
three  years.     These  were  pioneer  years. 
Even   the  1940's  can  boast  of  their  frontiers. 
For  the  Sisters  of  Service  these  years  have  meant 
spiritual  as  well  'as  material  pioneering'. 

In  August  of  1939.  three  of  them  were  landed 
in  Fargo.  The  first  barrier  was  hurdled — the 
boundary  line  was  crossed.  The  United  States 
was  to  know  the  Sisters  of  Service.  The  Diocese 
of  Fargo  was  to  be  the  open  door.  They  were 
welcomed  by  Bishop,  priests,  and  people. 

Their  work  in  the  Diocese  was  discussed  back- 
wards and  forwards.  No  one  knew  exactly  what 
they  would  do.  There  were  no  blue-prints;  no 
plans  and  specifications.  The  Sisters  took  it  all 
with  a  smile.  They  were  pioneers.  They  were 
not  unfamiliar  with  the  difficulties,  anxieties  and 
flounclering-s  of  a  new  mission. 

Suggestions  were  as  liberal  as  the  Dakota 
snows.  The  work  was  indeed  on  trial.  For  sev- 
eral weeks  they  lived  at  the  hospital.  Then  into 
a  rented  furnished  house,  to  be  their  temporary 
home.  They  were  workers.  Time  was  precious. 
They  were  anxious  to  begin. 

For  some  weeks,  census-taking  was  thought  to 
be  their  first  work.  Then  the  religious  instruction 
of  the  underprivileged  in  the  City  of  Fargo. 
Came  the  Catholic  Mission  Center,  a  venture  in 
Social  "Work.  The  summer  and  the  first  swing 
at  Vacation  Schools  in  the  Diocese.  The  priests 
and  people  were  beginning  to  know  the  Sistei's 
of  Service.  They  no  longer  stared  at  their  strange 
habit.  They  no  longer  doubted  that  they  were 
real  Sisters. 

South  Seventh  Avenue  became  their  perma- 
nent home.  Still  there  was  indecision  about  the 
type  of  work  they  were  to  do.  Mission  Center 
again;  contacts  and  social  readjustment  work  on 
Front  Street  and  other  districts  of  the  city  much 
in  need  of  their  service.  A  Marian  Club  for 
working  girls — something  unheard  of  before  in 
Fargo. 

The  summer  of  1940.  Vacation  Schools  and 
more  contacts  were  established.  The  fall  of 
1941,  the  Correspondence  School  opened.  It 
closed  in  May,  1942,  for  that  school  year  with 
an  enrollment  of  205. 

Courses  in  crafts,  religious  instruction  for  the 
underprivileged  children  of  Front  Street.  Social 


work  among  these  same  children  and  their  fam- 
ilies. 

The  enthusiastic  interest  shown  in  the  work 
of  the  Sisters  by  children's  gifts  for  the  S.O.S.  in 
the  Mission.  The  Junior  Legion  of  Mary  and 
their  aid  in  the  Correspondence  work.  Add  to  this 
visitation  of  the  sick,  home  calls,  care  of  the  aged 
and  the  sick;  then,  too,  the  traveling  in  the  in- 
terest of  the  Institute — St.  Cloud,  Minnesota, 
Jefferson  City,  Missouri,  and  other  places.  All 
for  God  and  all  for  souls.  Yres,  we  have  only  three 
Sisters  here ;  one  might  think  we  had  a  dozen. 

The  foundation  has  been  securely  laid.  The 
Sisters  have  been  indefatigable  in  their  labors. 
Fargo  and  the  Diocese  call  them  "Our  own."  How 
did  we  ever  get  along  without  them  before — is  a 
familiar  expression. 

Naturally  we  need  vocations.  Vocations  to  all 
our  religious  communities  but  especially  here  in 
Fargo  we  need  vocations  to  the  Sisters  of  Service. 

We  are  confident  that  they  will  come.  Just 
one  to  start,  after  that  the  way  is  easy.  The 
source  of  these  vocations  will  be  from  the  chil- 
dren who  have  grown  up  with  the  Sisters.  It  is 
a  brand  new  Community  here  in  Fargo.  Some 
time  is  required  to  get  our  young  girls  and  wo- 
men to  think  in  terms  of  the  Sisters  of  Service. 

All  things  are  possible  to  God;  "and  there 
are  more  things  wrought  by  prayer  than  this 
world  dreams  of."  The  Sisters  of  Service  are 
here  to  stay.  Their  friends  in  this  area  are  legion. 
That  spirit  of  security  will  draw  vocations.  "  Just 
you  wait  and  see,"  as  says  the  popular  song. 


MEN,  LIKE  BULLETS,  GO  FURTHEST  WHEN  POLISHED. 


THE  FIELD  AT  HOME 


The  Call  of  the  Country 

Vacation  Schools  in  Fargo  Diocese. 

By  S.O.S. 

GOOD-BYE  Correspondence  School!  Good- 
bye Catholic  Mission  Center!  Good-bye 
little  Front-streeters !  We  are  off  to  the 
country.  "We  do  not  like  to  leave  the  work — 
but  spring  is  here — and  spring  means  the  wide 
open  spaces  and  the  Summer  Vacation  Schools 
for  the  S.O.S. 

So  we  carefully  pack  our  mimeograph,  file  all 
our  remaining  lessons,  count  up  the  returns  to  our 
spiritual  appeal  from  our  little  friends  of  the  Cor- 
respondence School — they  too  did  their  bit  for 
Our  Holy  Father's  Silver  Jubilee — pack  up  our 
belongings,  fill  our  hearts  with  hope,  and  set  out 
for  Hope  and  the  opening  of  our  summer's 
work. 

We  are  glad  and  we  are  sorry  as  we  turn 
the  key  in  the  door  of  our  "Little  Grey  home  in 
Dakota."  We  are  glad  to  get  back  to  the  green 
prairies,  the  pungent  odor  of  fields  and  meadows, 
glad  to  bring  the  children  of  the  country  a  greater 
knowledge  of  God,  glad  to  meet  old  friends  in 
new  places  and  widen  the  circle  of  our  'acquaint- 
ance. 

We  are  sorry  to  leave  our  Correspondence 
School  work,  but  June,  July  and  August  will  be 
spent  working  for  Christ  in  the  small  towns  and 
the  countryside  of  North  Dakota,  where  we  shall 
meet  many  of  the  two  hundred  hungry  little  souls 
whom  we  have  fed  with  "every  word  that  pro- 
ceedeth  from  the  mouth  of  God" — two  hundred 
children  whom  we  have  learned  to  know  through 
Uncle  Sam's  mail. 

We  are  sorry  to  leave  our  little  Front-streeters 
— to  whom  through  the  teaching  of  crafts,  with 
religious  instruction  sandwiched  in.  we  have  at 
least  given  the  beginnings  of  the  knowledge  of 
God,  sorry  to  leave  our  little  Missionaries  of  St. 
Mary's  School  and  our  little  Legionnaires  of  St. 
Anthony's.  They  too  have  helped,  and  who 
knows  but  through  their  close  association  with 
our  work,  the  seed  of  a  religious  vocation  may 
have  been  sown? 

Our  years  in  Fargo  have  not  been  in  vain. 
After  all,  it  was  a  new  venture.  Tt  was  a  new 
country  for  the  S.O.S.  Like  all  beginnings, 
ias  we  look  back,  it  has  grown  slowly.  We  began 
like  the  mustard  seed,  the  least  of  all  the  seeds, 
but  under  God  we  will  grow  in  His  own  good 
time  and  in  His  own  good  way.  Thank  God  we 
were  chosen  to  pioneer  the  work  below  the 
border. 

So  it  will  be  Hope  and  Aneta;  it  will  be  Ken- 
sal  ;  it  will  be  Fessenden  and  all  the  Missions ; 
it  will  be  home  again  and  retreat,  and  summer  will 
be  over.    We  are  indeed  a  busy  Community. 


Another  S.O.S.  Receives 
Nursing  Diploma 

On  Friday,  May  1st,  Sister  Gertrude  Walsh, 
who  has  completed  three  years  of  training  in  the 
Miserieordia  Hospital,  Edmonton,  received  her 
diploma  for  nursing.  Sister  Walsh  is  the  second 
Sister  of  Service  to  obtain  a  nurse's  certificate 
from  the  Miserieordia,  Sister  Tyler  having  com- 
pleted the  same  course  last  year. 

The  commencement  exercises  were  held  in 


Sister  Gertrude  Walsh. 


Convocation  Hall  at  the  University  of  Alberta, 
the  graduates  being  presented  with  school  pins 
and  diplomas  by  His  Excellency.  H.  J.  MacDon- 
ald,  Archbishop  of  Edmonton 

Of  the  three  special  prizes  given  by  the  medi- 
cal staff  of  the  hospital.  Sister  Walsh  was  award- 
ed the  one  which  Dr.  Ower  in  presenting  it  termed 
the  most  important  of  all — the  prize  for  co-opera- 
tion and  courtesy. 

We  offer  Sister  Walsh  our  sincere  congratu- 
lations and  good  wishes  for  successful  service 
as  a  missionary  nursing  Sister. 


Let  men  laugh  if  they  will  when  you  sacrifice 
desire  to  duty.  You  have  time  and  eternity  to 
rejoice  in. 


A   GOOD   CONSCIENCE    LAUGHS    AT   FALSE  ACCUSATIONS. 


JULY.  1942 
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In  the  Home-Mission  Field  1 


A  DAY  IN  OUR  CORRESPONDENCE  SCHOOL 


JUST  a  peep!    Before  we  clear  our  desks  ami 
draw  the   curtain   at   the  end  of  our  ten 
months'  work  in  the  invisible  class  room  in 
Retina. 

The  morning's  mail  is  checked  by  the  Sister 
in  charge,  after  that  it  is  handed  over  to  the 
nmil  clerk.  She  is  seated  at  her  desk  with  1,821 
record  cards  in  front  of  her,  a  card  for  each 
family.  As  she  opens  the  mail  the  record  card  is 
found,  and  attached  to  each  lesson  or  lessons. 
All  new  pupils  are  passed  over  to  the  Sister  as- 
signed to  make  name  cards. 

While  the  mail  is  being  opened,  the  Sisters 
are  >at  their  desks  busy  correcting  lessons.  Every 
once  in  a  while  you  see  'a  smile  on  their  faces. 
One  wonders  what  it  is  all  about.  Just  come  and 
peep  over  the  shoulder  of  this  Sister — the  lesson 
is  from  a  lad  of  twelve,  about  one  hundred  miles 
from  Regina;  he  was  asked  to  write  the  Apostles' 
Creed.  This  is  what  he  wrote  instead:  "I  said 
it,  Sister,  but  I  guess  you  did  not  hear  me." 

Envelope  after  envelope  is  opened,  at  last 
that  part  of  the  work  is  done.  Both  hands  of  the 
clock  have  reached  twelve ! 

In  the  afternoon,  all  letters  are  attended  to, 
and  answered.  Record  cards  for  new  pupils  are 
made.  Question  sheets  are  run  off  on  the  Gestet- 
ner,  and  stencils  cut  for  notices  or  contests.  The 
remailers  are  also  attended  to  in  the  afternoon. 

The  corrected  lessons  are  left  on  a  pile  for  the 
mail  clerk's  attention — a  new  lesson  is  given  to 
each  child  with  the  corrected  lesson,  each  en- 
velope is  then  weighed,  stamped  and  mailed.  (All 
mail  is  taken  to  the  chapel  before  it  is  dropped 
in  the  mail  box).  The  record  cards  are  then 
filed. 

Here  are  a  few  of  our  many  letters: 


From  the  Pupils. 

Dear  Sisters: 

I  am  very  sorry  that  I  didn't  write  sooner,  but  I 
didn't  know  your  address,  so  I  couldn't.  In  our 
family  there  are  eight.  I'm  the  second  oldest.  Rose 
is  the  oldest.  She  is  13  years  old.  I  am  12.  Helen 
is  8,  Roy  is  6,  Leo  is  4  and  Gedda  is  3.  Ida  is  one 
year.  I  got  a  sister  who  is  dead.  She  is  10  years 
old. 

Will  you  please  send  Rose  and  me  a  catechism 
test.  I  have  an  uncle  that  said  you  should  send 
him  a  test  too.    His  name  is  Pius. 

Your  friend, 

Andrew. 

Dear  Sisters: 

I  am  going  to  drop  you  a  word.  I  am  sorry  I 
quit  taking  lessons  but  I  should  like  to  start  them 
again.  I  quit  because  I  left  home  and  then  I  got 
sick  and  had  to  go  to  hospital.  I  just  got  out  not 
long  ago.  I  work  in  Boston  Cafe  now  and  I  even 
can't  go  to  church  on  Sundays  because  I  have  to 
work.  So  please  tell  me  what  I  should  do.  I  wish 
you  would  answer  me  back  right  away  because  I'm 
very  unhappy.     Please.  Sophie. 

Dear  Sisters: 

I  am  sending  you  the  catechism  lesson  which  I 
like  very  much.  As  for  the  picture  on  the  back,  I 
guess  you'll  find  it  coloured  sort  of  queer.  It's 
partly  because  of  lack  of  different  colours,  such  as 
brown,  pink,  etc.  The  rest,  however,  is  my  own 
fault.  So,  thanking  you  for  the  lovely  lessons  and 
wishing  you  all  a  lot  of  happiness,  I  remain, 

Raymond. 

Dear  Sisters: 

I'm  back  again  for  another  chat.  ■  Your  kind 
words  of  advice  are  always  welcomed  and  they  have 
proved  encouraging  and  helpful  many  times.  To-day 
I'm  sending  in  another  member  who  wishes  to  learn 
catechism  by  mail.  Also  am  sending  one  dollar  in 
gratitude  for  your  work.    Please  pray  for  me. 

Annie. 

Dear  Sisters: 

I  would  be  very  much  pleased  if  you  would  send 
me  your  pamphlet  to  explain  how  to  say  the  Rosary. 
I  would  be  very  pleased  because  I  don't  know  how  to 
say  the  Rosary  and  would  be  very  glad  to  be  able  to 
say  it.  Annie. 


COUNSEL  AFTER  ACTION  IS  LIKE  RAIN  AFTER  HARVEST. 
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Dear  Sisters: 

I  am  a  young  man  of  27  years  of  age,  and  am 
learning  the  Catholic  religion.  As  I  want  to  get  mar- 
ried in  spring,  I  would  be  grateful  if  you  could  send 
me  more  to  learn  each  time,  so  that  I  will  know 
what  is  required  in  spring.  At  the  same  time  I 
promise  you  sincerely  that  I  will  try  as  much  as 
possible  to  follow  this  religion.    Thank  you. 

Yours  truly, 

Parent  Appreciation. 

Dear  Friends: 

Yesterday  I  had  the  first  opportunity  to  see  the 
catechism  lessons  you  send  out  for  children.  I  was 
very  pleased  and  would  like  you  to  send  lessons  to 
my  boy.  He  is  eight  years  old  and  this  summer 
made  his  First  Holy  Communion  and  was  confirmed. 
But  it  is  hard  to  get  him  to  town  to  have  more 
instructions.  Let  me  know,  please,  how  much  these 
lessons  cost,  and  would  you  kindly  start  and  send 
him  some? 

Sincerely  yours, 

Dear  Friends: 

I  hope  you  will  excuse  me  for  being  so  long  in 
sending  in  the  children's  lessons  and  thanking  you 
for  the  papers  you  kindly  sent  me.  We  take  the 
Catholic  Record  and  I  would  like  to  say  how  I  found 
the  only  true  Church  through  reading  that  wonder- 
ful paper.  I'm  a  convert,  but  would  like  to  learn  a 
lot  yet.  I'm  enclosing  the  contest  paper,  as  Francis 
wanted  to  try  it.  Hoping  you  won't  mind,  as  I 
know  he  wasn't  of  age  to  contest,  only  to  let  you 
see  he  knew  his  work.  Clood-night  and  God  bless 
your  wonderful  work! 

Sincerely, 

From  Pupils  Who  Have  Completed  the  Course. 

Dear  Sisters: 

Thank  you  very  much  for  the  lovely  edition  of  the 
New  Testament  and  the  letter  of  congratulation.  I 
shall  keep  the  Testament  and  use  it  very  often,  as 
it  will  be  a  great  comfort  and  guide  to  me  in  time 
of  need.  I  only  hope  that  you  will  be  able  to  carry 
on  such  fine  work,  instructing  the  youth  of  our 
Church  for  many  years  to  come. 

I  thought  you  might  be  interested  in  knowing 
that  I  have  saved  nearly  all  my  question  and  in- 
struction papers  since  the  six  years  I  have  been  a 
student  in  the  Catechism  of  Correspondence.  These 
I  may  some  day  use  to  teach  other  children  and  I'm 
sure  they  will  be  very  beneficial  to  me  to  read  over 
in  leisure  time. 

I  was  wondering,  Sisters,  if  you  give  out  certifi- 
cates (not  that  it  really  matters),  but  if  you  do, 
could  I  please  have  one,  just  as  a  reference,  for 
some  time  it  may  come  in  handy.  Tardy  at  times  as 
I  was  in  replying  to  my  questions,  I  nevertheless 
wish  to  take  this  opportunity  to  thank  you  all  for 
the  kind  patience  and  devotion  you  have  shown 
to  your  work.  God  will  reward  you.  I  am  in  my 
last  year  of  High  School  and  next  year  I  hope  to  go 
to  Winnipeg  to  take  a  business  course.  I  will  write 
to  you  and  let  you  know  how  I  am  getting  along. 

Marguerite. 

Dear  Sisters: 

Please  accept  my  most  sincere  thanks  for  the 
lovely  prayerbook  received  from  you  for  having 
completed  my  Religious  Correspondence  Course.  I 
have  enjoyed  doing  these  lessons  and  I  am  sure  I 
have  learned  many  things.  Now  that  this  has  come 
to  an  end,  I  will  continue  to  read  my  sister  Gloria's 
lessons,  and  I  will  read  a  few  chapters  of  my  New 
Testament  every  day. 

Beatrice. 


Dear  Sisters: 

I  am  very  glad  that  you  have  made  it  possible 
for  me  to  receive  such  a  long  and  interesting  course 
in  God's  teachings.  I  thank  you  so  very  much  for 
the  New  Testament  as  a  souvenir  for  having  complet- 
ed the  Religious  Correspondence  Course.  I  shall 
read  a  chapter  each  day.  Thanking  you  again  for 
your  kindness,  I  remain,  Casper. 

"Howlers"  in  Regina  Mail  Bag. 

God  punished  Adam  and  Eve  by  eating  all 
their  descendants. 

Purgatory  is  a  middle  state  for  half  way 
people. 

Don't  tell  lies  to  sick  people  to  make  them 
feel  better ;  ask  the  priest  to  do  it. 

How  did  God  make  man  ?  He  made  a  mud 
man,  then  blew  on  it,  and  there  stood  a  man. 

To  make  a  woman,  God  took  a  rib  from 
Adam  and  blew  it  up. 

The  greatest  proof  that  Christ  gave  that 
He  was  God  was  that  lie  ate  a  piece  of  boiled 
fish. 

We  love  St.  Joseph  because  he  never  lies  to 

us. 

The  lambs  are  the  children,  and  the  sheep  the 
elder  people. 

St.  Peter  was  crucified  in  a  circus  called  a 
basilica. 

St.  Peter  is  the  Pope.  The  Pope  is  the  front 
of  the  Church. 

What  are  we  made  for?    Making  money. 
Your   good   angel    is  called    your  "garden 

angel." 

The  Sacraments  of  the  dead  are  bones  and 

dust. 


A  GRATEFUL  HEART. 

The  following  letter  was  received  recently  by 
one  of  our  nursing  Sisters  at  Edson  Hospital. 
It  is  from  a  non-Catholic  girl  whose  mother  had 
been  nursed  by  the  Sisters,  and  whose  last  hours 
had  been  consoled  by  their  tender  ministrations: 
Dear  Sister: 

I  am  indeed  so  grateful  for  your  letter  which  told 
me  just  what  I  wanted  to  know.  I  sent  it  to  my 
father  and  I  am  sure  it  would  comfort  him  to  know 
mother  felt  so  well  and  evidently  did  not  realize  she 
was  leaving  us. 

I  am  glad  mother  was  with  you  in  your  hospital. 
I  am  sure  she  received  friendlier  and  more  sympa- 
thetic care  than  she  could  have  had  in  a  city  hospital. 
It  comforts  me  to  know  you  said  prayers  with  her.  I 
am  sure  she  would  feel  better  for  it. 

You  are  right  when  you  say  mother  was  a  good 
woman.  Her  life  was  one  of  sacrifice  for  her  family 
and  she  never  thought  of  herself. 

As  I  shall  always  remember  and  love  the  memory 
of  my  mother  so  shall  I  think  of  you.  Sister,  and  be 
so  glad  mother  received  such  tender  care. 

Your  work  is  indeed  a  blessing  to  mankind.  I 
hope  God  is  good  to  you  and  gives  you  a  long  life 
in  which  to  serve  Him.  Thank  you  for  remembering 
us  in  your  prayers  and  for  reminding  me  that  God 
is  good  and  understands. 

Yours  sincerely, 


CRITICS  ARE  BRISHERS  OF  OTHER  MEN'S  CLOTHES. 
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Communion  Breakfast  at  Montreal 


On  Sunday,  June  7th,  a  Communion  breakfast 
was  held  by  the  Sisters  of  Service,  1923  Dorches- 
ter St.  W.,  for  their  Club  girls.  His  Excellency, 
Most  Reverend  Lawrence  P.  Whalen,  celebrated 
Holy  Mass,  assisted  by  Reverend  Gerald  Berry. 

At  the  close  of  the  Mass,  Bishop  Whalen  gave 
an  instructive  sermon  on  the  Feast  of  Corpus 
Christi,  which  was  followed  by  Benediction  of  the 
Most  Blessed  Sacrament.  Special  music  was  ren- 
dered by  the  Club  choir,  Miss  Ellen  Fisher  being 
the  soloist. 

Breakfast  was  served  to  150  persons.  Bishop 
Whalen,  Rev.  G.  Berry  and  Reverend  Emmett 
Carter,  guest  speaker,  were  seated  at  the  head 
table. 

Reverend  Emmett  Carter  gave  <a  most  interest- 
ing address  which  contained  many  helpful  ideas 
for  the  girls  in  their  various  walks  of  life.  He  im- 
pressed upon  them  that  they  should  be  true  fol- 
lowers of  Our  Lord  and  His  Blessed  Mother, 


never  forgetting  that  as  Catholic  young  ladies 
much  wasi  expected  of  them. 

His  Excellency  and  Reverend  Father  Berry 
also  spoke.  Mrs.  J.  Coffey  thanked  the  guest 
speaker,  also  His  Excellency,  for  his  unfailing 
interest,  and  Reverend  Father  Berry  for  his  de- 
votedness  to  duty.  She  also  congratulated  the 
Sisters  of  Service  on  the  splendid  work  they  are 
accomplishing. 

s.o.s. 


CHURCH  AND  COUNTRY. 

Make  your  War  Savings  Stamps  and  Victory 
Bonds  work  for  the  Church.  By  turning  over 
your  War  Savings  Stamps  and  Victory  Bonds  to 
the  missionary  work  of  the  Sisters  of  Service, 
you  are  making  your  duty  to  your  country  one 
witli  your  duty  to  God,  and  His  Church. 


A  SMALL  HOUSE  IS  BETTER  THAN  A  LARGE  MORTGAGE. 
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ST.  ANTHONY'S  CLUB  IN  EDMONTON 


LOOKING  back  on  the  Club  season  now  clos- 
ing we  realize  that  although  they  seemed 
ordinary  enough  at  the  time,  many  really 
interesting  events  took  place.  In  September 
there  was  the  formation  of  a  Study  Club,  under 
the  direction  of  one  of  the  Sisters,  with  our 


I 


Reverend  Chaplain,  Father  Green,  as  "chief  con- 
suitor."  Among  the  topics  introduced  was  the 
study  of  the  Sunday  Missal.  Father  Green  gen- 
erously gave  several  dozen  Missals  to  the  house 
for  use  in  the  Chapel.  With  a  little  more  prac- 
tice, the  members  plan  to  answer  Mass  in  com- 
mon. 

Exposition  of  the  Blessed  Sacrament  is  a 
privilege  we  now  enjoy  on  the  First  Sunday  of 
each  month.  A  list  of  the  hours  of  adoration 
is  posted  up  on  the  bulletin  board  and  is  quickly 
filled  in  by  the  girls.  The  day  of  Exposition 
closes  with  a  Holy  Hour  and  Benediction  of  the 
Most,  Blessed  Sacrament. 

Having  decided  to  help  the  war  effort  to  the 
best  of  our  ability,  we  try  to  respond  promptly 
to  all  suggestions  in  that  regard.  Our  girls  did  a 
great  deal  of  knitting  during  the  winter.  Here 
we  see  them  hard  at  work  filling  a  ditty  bag. 


Several  have  taken  courses  in  First  Aid  work 
and  it  is  a  comfort  to  think  of  this  when  eon-, 
templating  possible  air-raids.  In  the  gathering 
of  salvage  we  feel  quite  proud  of  ourselves. 
When  the  car  came  from  the  Salvage  Depot  to 
collect  our  supply,  the  driver  took  one  look  and 


said,  "Wait  a  minute,  I'll  be  back  with  the 

truck !" 

In  this  third  year  of  the  war.  with  everyone 
working  long  hours  and  at  top  speed,  suitable 
recreation  is  more  than  ever  a  necessity.  A  party 
once  in  a  while  makes  a  pleasant  break  in  this 
workaday  world.  The  highlight  of  the  year  was 
undoubtedly  the  New  Year's  dinner  for  the  Club 
girls,  graced  by  the  presence  of  our  beloved 
Archbishop.  Each  year  on  that  occasion  a  check 
for  $25.00  is  presented  to  His  Excellency — the 
Club  contribution  to  St.  Joseph's  Seminary.  This 
year  Rev.  Father  Green,  Father  Blanchard. 
C.Ss.R.,  and  Flight  Lt.  Rev.  T.  Ryan,  also  at- 
tended. 

During  the  winter  months  a  Military  Whist. 
Valentine  Party  and  St.  Patrick's  Shower,  for 
a  bride-to  be  were  held.  This  shower  and  the 
wedding  that  followed  were  of  the  utmost  in- 
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terest  to  everyone  in  the  house,  for  who  does  not 
love  a  bride?  The  shower  was  a  complete  sur- 
prise to  Chris  Joy  in  whose  honor  it  was  held. 
From  a  green  and  gold  parasol  hanging  in  the 
centre  of  the  room,  hung  green  ribbons  with  a 
gift  at  the  end  of  each  one.  There  were  many 
lovely  things,  one  of  the  most  treasured  being  a 
beautiful  "House  Blessing"  done  by  one  of  the 
Sisters.  After  everything  was  duly  inspected 
and  the  "ohs"  and  "ahs"  died  away,  a  buffet 
supper  was  served  to  the  guests.  Christine  was 
married  from  the  Hostel  on  Easter  Monday, 
with  a  Nuptial  Mass  celebrated  in  the  Cathedral 
by  Rev.  Father  Green.  Afterwards  the  bridal 
party  came  here  for  the  wedding  breakfast.  The 
breakfast  room  was  decorated  in  pink  and  white 
•and  the  centrepiece  of  the  beautifully  set  table 
was  a  three-tiered  wedding  cake. 

During  Spring  and  Summer,  recreation  is  in 
keeping  with  the  weather.  The  outdoor  Bad- 
minton court  on  the  lawn  is  a  most  popular 
place.  Some  even  find  pleasure  in  digging  in  the 
garden  and  watering  the  flowers.  Recently  we 
went  on  a  picnic.  Having  prepared  everything 
most  carefully,  we  promised  ourselves  there 
woidd  be  no  mishaps.  When  supper  time  came 
we  made  a  fire  and  boiled  some  water,  not  with- 
out difficulty,  such  as  finding  wood  and  then 
getting  it  to  burn,  etc.  But  when  we  started 
to  make  our  tea — there  was  no  tea!  The  bottle 
containing  it  had  been  tucked  in  the  basket  near 


the  edge — too  near,  someone  said.  In  these  days 
of  strict  rationing  we  felt  our  loss  greatly.  Two 
of  our  party  went  to  the  Park  canteen  to  buy 
some  if  possible.  There  was  none  to  be  had  but 
a  lady  standing  nearby,  a  Good  Samaritan  in- 
deed, hearing  of  our  plight,  offered  us  enough 
for  our  needs.  She  would  not  accept  any  pay- 
ment and  we  felt  that  the  world  still  has  many 
nice  people  in  it,  despite  the  statements  of  the 
pessimists  that  it  is  "going  to  the  dogs." 

On  April  23rd,  onr  Chaplain's  Feast  Day,  he 
was  presented  with  a  purse.  The  presentation 
was  to  have  taken  . place  at  a  supper  given  in 
his  honor,  but  as  Father  was  in  the  hospital 
convalescing,  the  gift  was  sent  there. 

Tli is  is  the  social  side  of  life  in  the  Edmonton 
Hotel.  There  is  also  the  work  pertaining  to 
social  service.  Too  numerous  to  mention  in  de- 
tail 'are  the  instances  of  marriages  rectified,  lax 
Catholics  brought  back  to  their  duties,  converts 
instructed — all  this  through  the  contacts  made 
with  those  who  come  needing  help,  or  not  even 
dreaming  they  do  need  it.  For  the  most  part 
all  these  things  are  taken  for  granted  in  every 
hospital — hours  of  instruction  and  advice,  thou- 
sands of  charity  meals  and  beds  provided,  time, 
thought  and  prayer  given  to  the  innumerable 
cases  handled. 

So  the  work  goes  on  under  the  encouraging 
stimulus  of  those  words  of  the  Divine  Master — 
"As  long  as  you  did  it  to  one  of  these  .  .  .  !" 


CANADA  IN  THE  MISSION  FIELD 


In  1941,  157  missionaries  left  Canada  fur  the 
field  at  home  and  afar;  69  priests.  1  seminarian, 
12  Brothers  and  seventy-five  Sisters.  Of  this  num- 
ber 140  are  Canadian  born,  the  others  are  Cana- 
dians by  adoption.  This  is  surely  an  eloquent 
figure  and  demonstrates  the  great  possibilicies  in 
our  country  for  the  missionary  work  of  the 
Church. 

Through  the  Pontifical  Society  of  St.  Peter 
the  Apostle,  founded  for  the  promotion  of  native 
clergy,  Canada  in  1941  gave  to  this  apostolic 
work  very  substantial  aid.  We  paid  for  the  edu- 
cation of  142  seminarians.  Benefactors  were 
found  for  each  of  them  and  thus  their  board  and 
tuition  in  the  Seminary  were  assured.  These  142 
seminarians  are  scatttered  in  twenty-four  semin- 
aries land  belong  to  fifty-three  dioceses  or  apos- 
tolic vicariates.  Ten  of  them  were  ordained  this 
year. 

Moreover,  we  were  able  to  care  for  twenty- 
two  boys  in  seminaries  preparing  for  the  priest- 
hood. 

Forty-six  thousand  dollars  were  collected  in 
the  country  for  this  work.  If  circumstances 
would  permit  it,  we  would  be  able  to  send  an- 


other additional  fourteen  thousand  dollars  for 
the  seminaries  in  China.  This  makes  a  total  of 
sixty  thousand  dollars  for  the  year  1941. 

Surely  this  is  a  wonderful  record  and  Canada 
can  be  proud  of  it. 


THE  IDEA  GROWS! 

The  idea  of  imparting  religious  instruction 
by  mail,  for  so  many  years  successfully  put  into 
practice  by  our  Sisters  in  the  Western  Provinces, 
is  now  being  used  for  giving  religious  informa- 
tion and  instruction  in  the  United  States  Army 
and  Navy.  More  than  125  chaplains  have  availed 
themselves  of  a  vast  programme  of  religious  in- 
struction by  mail  in  the  armed  forces  of  the  U.S. 
The  plan  originated  last  August  when  the  Daugh- 
ters of  Isabella  voted  a  national  project  of  financ- 
ing the  instruction  of  men  in  military  services. 
The  programme  is  conducted  by  a  special  Army 
and  Navy  Department  of  the  Confraternity  Home 
Study  Service  established  for  the  purpose  at 
Kenrick  Seminary,  St.  Louis.  The  work  is  re- 
stricted to  instruction  of  non-Catholics  in  order 
to  make  the  most  of  limited  facilities  and  funds. 


EVEN  AN  ASS  WILL  NOT  PALL  TWICE  IN  THE  SAME  QUICKSAND. 
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MONTREAL  REMEMBERS  HER  PAST 


Courtesy  of  C.N.R. 


*  * 


J  Remember!" 


I REMEMBER!      (Je  me  souviens!).  This 
is  the  motto  of  the  Province  of  Quebec.  Ca- 
tholic  Quebec   loves  to  hark  back   to  her 
Christian'  origin  ami  find   therein  a  perennial 
source  of  inspiration. 

Last  May  was  the  third  centenary  of  the  foun- 
dation of  Montreal.  The  war  prevented  the 
grandiose  celebrations  the  Metropolis  had  planned 
for  the  occasion.  Yet  this  anniversary  did  not 
pass  unnoticed.  At  the  foot  of  Mount  Royal,  in 
the  open  air.  Mass  was  celebrated  by  Cardinal 
Villeneuve.  Many  Bishops  and  ecclesiastical  dig- 
nitaries were  in  attendance.  His  Excellency  the 
Archbishop  of  Montreal  preached  the  sermon. 
The  Hotel  Dieu.  whose  foundation  coincides  with 
that  of  the  city,  opened  the  doors  of  its  cloister 
so  that  the  citizens  would  be  one  with  the  Sisters 
to  celebrate  the  coming  of  Jeanne  Mance,  Mon- 
treal's Co-Foundress. 

During  these  days  the  city  travelled  back 
through  three  centuries  to  recapture  the  vision 
of  the  landing  of  Sieur  Paul  Chomedy  de  Maison- 
neuve  and  his  companions  and  relive  will)  them 
their  stirring  and  heroic  adventures  on  our 
shores.  This  vision,  seen  through  the  mists  of 
time,  should  prove  an  incentive  to  walk  in  that 
path  of  faith  they  blazed  so  courageously  by  their 
noble  examples. 

May  we  be  allowed  to  reproduce  here  what 


we  had  written  for  the  occasion  of  this  third  cen- 
tenary. It  bears  repeating,  for  it  awakens  mem- 
ories we  cherish  as  "Catholics"  and  carries  many 
lessons  we  to-day  need  as  "patriots." 

"No  city  at  its  birth  was  crowned  with  such  a 
halo  of  sanctity  and  exhaled  such  an  aura  of  deep 
spirituality.  Religion  was  the  corner-stone  of  the 
work  of  our  forefathers.  At  the  price  of  heroic 
sacrifice  the  soil  was  wrenched  from  the  forest.  The 
blood  of  many  pioneers  soaked  its  furrows  and  red- 
dened its  protective  palisades. 

"Three  centuries  have  swept  over  the  work  of 
Maisonneuve  and  Jeanne  Mance.  Montreal  has  be- 
come the  great  Metropolis  of  the  Dominion,  the  thriv- 
ing centre  of  finance,  commerce,  and  transportation. 
Yet  the  city  has  not  lost  entirely  its  spiritual  character. 
When  one  views  it  from  the  top  of  Mount  Royal  the 
spires  and  domes  of  her  churches  and  religious  in- 
stitutions are  everywhere  in  evidence.  They  pierce 
the  smoky  horizon  and  proclaim  the  spiritual  values 
they  represent.  Our  churches  rightly  show  our  scale 
of  values,  the  depth  and  comprehensiveness  of  our 
religious  ideals. 

"The  illuminated  cross  that  now  dominates  Mount 
Royal  is  a  reminder  of  the  cross  planted  there  by 
Maisonneuve  when  the  rising  waters  of  the  river 
menaced  the  nascent  settlement.  May  it  continue 
to  burn  brightly  and  carry  down  to  passing  genera- 
tions a  much-needed  lesson.  A  city,  like  a  nation, 
to  endure,  must  remain  founded  on  the  bed-rock  of 
self-discipline  and  sacrifice.  May  Montreal,  our  be- 
loved city,  her  eyes  riveted  on  that  cross,  ever  re- 
member "the  rock  from  which  she  was  hewn." 


G.  DALY,  C.Ss.R. 

WILL  I  EVER?"     NO,  YOU  WILL  NEVER,  WHILE  YOU  ASK  THAT  QUESTION. 
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Native  Clergy  In  Oceania 


When  our  fighting  forces  return  to  their  home- 
land there  will  be  many  and  weird  tales  to  tell 
concerning  the  strange  peoples  encountered  dur- 
ing war  'activities  on  the  islands  of  the  Pacific. 
The  quaking  of  the  earth  resulting  from  the 
pounding  of  many  castanetted  feet — the  twisting, 
gleaming  bodies  of  dark  skinned  natives  engaged 
in  their  traditional  war  dances.  This  is  one  side 
of  the  story  of  the  islanders — a  story  which  would 
seem  to  preclude  the  possibility  of  hope  for  the 
formation  of  a  native  clergy  for  Oceania.  Yet 
that  hope  is  not  part  of  a  visionary's  dream.  It 
has  become  a  reality  which  unfortunately  this 
present  war  may  retard  but  cannot  destroy. 

It  must  be  remembered  the  faith  was  late 
in  coming  to  these  islands.  Hardly  more  than  a 
century  ago  the  name  of  Christ  was  unknown 
among  the  natives,  many  of  whom  were  fero- 
cious cannibals.  Scores  of  missionaries  were 
killed  by  the  islanders  who  revelled  in  their  devil 
worship,  their  witch  doctors,  their  belief  in 
charms  and  spells.  Yet  if  one  wishes  to  find 
the  ideal  in  mission  achieA'ement  he  must  turn  to 
Oceania,  where  the  inhabitants  of  Wiallis  and 
Futuna  are  100%  Catholic.  True,  the  district 
was  watered  by  the  blood  of  that  most  successful 
of  Christian  failures.  Blessed  Peter  Chanel,  but 
the  faith  he  brought  has  stood  the  test  of  time 
and  there  have  been  no  deflections  during  the 
intervening  years. 

Another  example  of  Oceanic  perseverance  may 
be  found  in  Niuatoputabu,  the  lonely  island  some 
200  miles  northwards  from  Vavau.  Its  800  in- 
habitants are  under  the  jurisdiction  of  the  Vicar 
Apostolic  of  the  Tonga  islands  but,  because  of 
the  inaccessibility  of  Niuatoputabu  and  the  scar- 
city of  missionaries,  these  good  people  were  de- 
prived of  the  ministrations  of  a  priest.    In  the 


absence  of  the  latter  two  South  Sea  islanders,  the 
school  teacher,  Tevita  Tavake.  and  the  catechist, 
Paul  Selui,  have  kept  alight  the  torch  of  faith. 
In  1935  the  school  teacher's  son,  Patelo  Naka,  was 
ordained  and  appointed  the  first  resident  priest  of 
his  native  island  and  the  catechist's  daughter, 
Maia  Pisilia,  has  become  a  religious. 

Christ  Enthroned. 

On  July  24th,  1938.  a  solemn  service  climaxed 
years  of  effort  on  the  part  of  missionaries  in  the 
Vicariate  of  Papua,  New  Guinea.  Upon  the  sum- 
mit of  Mt.  Albert  Edward,  the  loftiest  peak  in 
the  mountain  range  that  traverses  the  interior  of 
Papua,  a  statue  of  Christ  with  His  arms  out- 
stretched on  the  Cross,  was  erected.  This  Cross, 
standing  iat  13,230  feet  above  sea  level,  is  with- 
out doubt  the  highest  now  existing  in  the  Oceanic 
Islands,  a  testimonial  of  unflagging  courage  and 
charity  on  the  part  of  missionaries  of  the  Catho- 
lic Church. 

Now  around  that  cross  they  wish  to  augment 
yearly  the  number  of  islanders  who,  becoming 
"other  Christs"  for  their  countrymen,  will  im- 
plant the  faith  deeply  in  the  hearts  of  the  thou- 
sands of  inhabitants  of  these  remote  islands.  To- 
day the  battle  of  the  Pacific  is  being  fought  in 
great  part  among  the  coral  reefs  which  constitute 
the  greater  part  of  Oceania,  but  there  must  be  no 
lessening  in  the  battle  of  the  missionaries  for  the 
training  and  formation  of  a  truly  zealous  native 
clergy  in  the  islands.  Hence  the  request  of  The 
Society  for  the  Propagation  of  the  Faith  for  the 
prayers  of  the  faithful  in  behalf  of  the  native 
clergy  in  Oceania. 

RT.  REV.  MSGR.  THOS.  -I.  MeDONNELL, 
National  Director, 
The  Society  for  the  Propagation  of  the  Faith. 
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PRAYER  FOR  THOSE  ON  THE  DEEP. 

Admiral  of  the  Fleet,  Lord  Chatfield,  recently 
disclosed  that  more  than  10,000  merchant  seamen 
have  lost  their  lives  in  the  battle  of  the  oceans 
mid  seas.  Father  George  Waring,  Liverpool  port 
chaplain,  estimates  that  one  out  of  every  two  of 
these  heroes  was  a  Catholic. 

The  debt  we  owe  to  our  merchant  seamen  can 
be  partly  gauged  by  visiting  such  an  establish- 
ment as  the  Liverpool  Apostleship  of  the  Sea. 
Here  you  meet  men  hailing  from  Britain  and  Ire- 
land, America,  France,  Belgium,  Holland,  Scan- 
dinavia, India,  and  hosts  from  the  dominions  and 
colonies,  all  distinguishable  by  that  something 
which  marks  men  of  the  sea,  to  whatever  race 
they  belong. 

Nearly  every  one  has  had  some  thrilling  ex- 
perience at  sea,  but  that  is  the  last  thing  they 
w  ill  talk  about.  Among  them  are  men  who  have 
been  torpedoed  four  or  five  times,  mercilessly 
bombed  and  machine-gunned  by  Nazi  dive-bomb- 
ers, and  have  often  spent  long  periods  in  open 
boats.  Few  men  have  been  so  poorly  treated  as 
seamen.  As  Father  Waring  points  out,  seamen 
are  without  a  parish  and  for  long  periods  are  de- 
prived of  the  ministrations  that  people  ashore 
enjoy.  It  is  time  that  Catholics  realized  that  the 
spiritual  welfare  of  these  men  is  a  definite  re- 
sponsibility of  theirs  as  a  whole.  War  has 
brought  home  the  debt  which  our  country  owes 
to  these  men,  and  it  is  the  duty  of  the  Catholic 
body  generally  to  offer  Masses  and  prayers  for 
their  welfare. 

Sailors,  in  addition  to  the  anxieties  of  their 
calling,  have  the  added  worries  of  their  folk  at 
home,  many  of  whom  dwell  in  the  heavily-bomb- 
ed industrial  centres.  Father  Waring  tells  of 
two  wives  who  called  at  the  Apostleship  of  the 
Sea  and  asked  him  to  offer  Masses  for  their  hus- 
bands at  sea.  The  husbands  returned  safely — to 
find  that  their  wives  had  been  killed  during  an 
air  raid. 


DOING  THINGS  .  .  .  THAT  CAN'T  BE  DONE! 

The  war  effort  has  forced  the  inventive  mind 
of  man  to  find  substitutes  to  replace  the  shortage 
of  other  materials.  Among  these  substitutes  the 
use  of  plastics  is  outstanding.  With  it  things 
that  could  not  be  done  .  .  .  are  now  done. 

In  the  spiritual  world  when  a  soul  becomes 
like  plastic  in  the  hands  of  God  everything  is 
possible.  Divine  Love  is  the  divine  fire  which 
reduces  a  soul  to  that  plastic  state,  and  disposes 
it  to  receive  the  impressions  of  the  Divine  Will. 
With  St.  Alphonsus,  the  great  Doctor  of  prayer, 
let  us  pray:  "O  God,  give  me  Thy  love  and  do 
with  me  what  Thon  wilt."  Saints  were  in  the 
bands  of  God  like  plastic  and  this  explains  how 
they  did  things  .  .  .  that  could  not  be  done! 

G.D. 


A  LESSON  FROM  A  TOMB-STONE. 

The  mute  eloquence  of  tomb-stones  is  at  times 
very  striking.  They  contain  messages  of  the 
dead  to  the  living.  The  old  church-yards  of 
England  are  remarkable  in  this  respect.  The 


Edward  Courtney  and  ms  wipe 

TlVERTO«.£ftg|sn<J 


(|uainlness  and  grim  irony  of  some  inscriptions 
bring  a  smile;  the  Christian  philosophy  of  others 
sets  one  thinking. 

The  epitaph  in  the  above  illustration  carries 
a  stern  and  much-needed  lesson.  To  understand 
it  and  to  make  it  ours  we  must  read  it  in  the 
light  of  the  next  world,  the  only  world  that 
counts  when  life  has  run  its  course.  Only  those 
buried  below  the  tomb  can  fully  appreciate  its 
wisdom. 

What  we  have  given  away  in  charity,  to  the 
Church,  to  good  works  .  .  we  will  have.  The  only 
words  the  Church  has  to  say  of  the  dead  when 
they  are  being  carried  to  their  last  resting  place 
are  those  of  the  Apocalypse,  "Blessed  are  the 
dead  who  die  in  the  Lord  henceforth.  Yes,  says 
the  Spirit,  let  them  rest  from  their  labors,  for 
their  works  follow  them."     (XIY.  13). 

What  we  have  left  we  lose  at  the  hour  of 
death.  But  if  in  our  last  will  we  have  remember- 
ed the  Church  and  Her  missions  this  we  will  not 
lose. 

This  lesson  found  engraved  on  an  old  tomb- 
stone is  worth  pondering  over. 

G.D. 


Narrow-souled  people  are  like  narrow-necked 
bottles;  the  less  they  have  in  them  the  more  noise 
they  make  pouring  it  out. 


IN  STILL  WATERS  AKK  THE  LARGEST  PISH. 
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The  Adventures  of  Kitty  Puss— IV 


Kitty's  First  Day  Out. 

BILLY  was  right  in  his  prediction  that  Kitty 
would  grow  accustomed  to  the  ear. 
True,  it  was  hard  work  training  him 
and  for  the  first  two  or  three  weeks  lie  had  to  be 
watched  and  held  carefully,  but  by  degrees  his- 
fear  grew  less>  until  at  last  he  was  so  used  to 
driving  that  when  put  in  the  car  he  would  settle 
down  contentedly  without  protest. 

Billy  was  very  proud  of  this  achievement  and 
was  forever  bragging  about  ft.  Many  people 
told  him  he  had  accomplished  a  wonderful  feat 
in  getting  a  cat  to  like  car-driving  and  one  or 
two  told  him  they  had  tried  to  do  the  same  thing 
but  had  had  to  give  it  up  as  a  bad  job.  So  it 
was  no  wonder  Billy  was  delighted  to  take  Kitty 
Puss  car  driving. 

In  fact  he  seldom  went  into  the  car  without 
first  looking  for  the  kitten — or  perhaps  T  should 
say  cat.  for  Kitty  Puss  was  fast  growing  out  of 
the  kittenish  stage.  Then  one  day  the  children 
were  invited  to  spend  the  day  with  Aunt  Vera 
in  the  country. 

"Let's  take  Kitty  Puss,"  suggested  Billy.  "A 
day  out  will  be  another  step  in  his  education. 
"Suppose  he  gets  away  from  us,"  said  Betty. 
"He  won't,"  assured  Billy.  "And  he  should- 
n't feel  strange  with  both  of  us  there."  Which 
only  proved  that  Billy  had  not  yet  learned  all 
there  was  to  know  about  cats,  or  he  would  have 
known  that  their  affection  is  usually  centred  on 
places — not  people. 

They  started  out  in  the  car  after  breakfast, 
Kitty  sitting  between  the  two,  looking  at  the 
passing  scenery  with  gray  green  eyes  wide  open. 
On  reaching  Aunt  Vera's  he  made  no  movement 
to  get  out  of  the  car,  even  though  the  children 
climbed  out  quickly.  He  evidently  thought  they 
were  on  an  errand  and  would  come  back  in  a 
little  while. 

But  Billy  leaned  over  the  side  and  lifted  him 
out.  "You're  going  to  spend  the  day  out,  Kitty," 
he  told  him  as  they  went  up  the  steps. 

'  This  disturbed  Kitty  Puss  greatly.  By  this 
time  he  had  decided  that  the  oar  was  not  so  bad, 
but  to  take  him  into  a  strange  house  and  expect 
him  to  be  satisfied  was  expecting  a  little  too 
much.  He  meowed  protestingly,  as  Billy  dropped 
him  on  the  floor  of  the  sitting  room  but  the  chil- 
dren only  laughed  at  his  distress,  thus  adding 
insult  to  injury. 

For  the  next  half  hour  he  ran  from  room  to 
room,  under  beds,  behind  doors,  on  bureaux  and 
chiffoniers,  searching  eagerly  for  something  that 
would  remind  him  of  home.  His  search  was  vain 
and  presently  he  crawled  under  a  bureau  and  lay 


still,  hoping  at  least  that  he  would  be  hidden  from 
any  horrible  thing  that  might  be  lurking  in  this 
strange  place. 

He  was  not  left  long  in  peace.  Soon  Billy 
spied  him.  "Oh,  come  out,  Kitty  Puss,"  he  cried, 
"come  and  see  the  big  Catty-Puss." 

Now  Kitty  was  not  at  all  anxious  to  see  what 
a  Catty  Puss  was,  but  he  was  dragged  uncere- 
moniously from  his  refuge  and  carried  into  the 
next  room.  There,  on  the  other  side  of  the  wire 
netted  door  was  a  monster  cat  who  glared  at  him 
savagely.  Poor  Kitty!  At  first  he  was  terrified, 
but  then  he  remembered  that  the  door  was  shut 
and  that  Billy  and  Betty  were  close  behind  him. 

This  gave  him  courage,  and  he  stared  back  at 
the  larger  cat  insolently,  his  head  held  high  and 
his  tail  curled  upwards.  Surely  this  was  the 
biggest  cat  in  all  the  world!  Perhaps  he  was  a 
giant,  but  at  any  rate  he  was  not  a  one-eyed 
giant,  for  he  had  two  great  green  eyes  that  seem- 
ed to  flash  fire.  His  ears  and  face  bore  many 
scars  and  scratches  proving  him  to  be  the  victor 
or-  the  victim  of  a  hundred  fights. 

Kitty  Puss'  brave  glance  infuriated  him.  "You 
little  black  upstart,"  he  hissed.  "Come  out  here 
and  I'll  tear  you  to  pieces." 

This  was  too  much  for  Kitty's  pride,  even 
though  his  heart  was  quaking.  "If  you  want  me. 
come  and  get  me,  you  big  bully,"  he  hissed  back, 
and  deliberately  spat  in  the  monster's  face. 

This  was  the  limit  of  his  courage,  however, 
and  he  turned  and  ran  into  Betty's  arms.  "There 
now,  Kitty  Puss,  don't  you  worry,"  comforted 
Betty.  "Billy  and  T  won't  let  the  big  ugly  cat 
get  you.    Lie  down  again  and  go  to  sleep." 

But  Kitty  was  too  excited.  And  even  though 
the  big  cat  was  driven  away,  he  ran  all  about 
the  house,  crying  pitifully. 

"I'm  afraid  we'll  have  to  take  him  home," 
said  Betty,  "he  just  won't  be  contented.  Listen 
to  his  crying  and  see,  his  mouth  stays  open  with 
his  tongue  hanging  out.  I  never  saw  him  do  that 
before." 

"Nor  I,"  agreed  Billy  in  a  worried  tone,  pick- 
ing Kitty  up  and  holding  him  tight.  "He's 
trembling  all  over." 

"Suppose  he  dies,"  whispered  Betty  fearfully. 

"I  don't  think  it's  as  bad  as  that,"  replied 
Billy,  hesitatingly.  "Let's  wait  and  see  how  he 
is  after  dinner." 

As  soon  as  the  children  were  allowed  to  leave 
the  dinner  table  they  went  into  the  pantry  and 
gathered  a  delicious  saucer  of  scraps.  To  this 
Kitty  was  brought,  but  he  was  too  excited  to  eat 
anything.  Billy  and  Betty  coaxed  their  hardest, 
and  at  last  he  was  just  about  to  try  one  of  the 
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most  tempting'  morsels  when  suddenly  ont  of  the 
corner  of  one  eye  he  caught  a  glimpse  of  the 
giant  cat  coming  up  the  stairs. 

This  was  too  much  for  Kitty.  He  bolted  up 
the  chimney  as  fast  as  he  could  go.  "Now  what- 
ever will  we  dp?"  cried  Betty,  woefully. 

"We'll  have  to  persuade  him  to  come  down 
somehow."  said  Billy.  "Gracious!"  he  added,  "I 
most  wish  we  hadn't  brought  him.  He  won't  eat 
and  you'd  think  by  the  way  he  acts  that  this 
house  was  a  jail." 

It  was  at  least  an  hour  later  that  Kitty  Puss 
by  dint  of  much  persuasion  from  both  children, 
was  coaxed  down  the  chimney.  When  at  last  he 
did  emerge,  he  was  covered  with  soot  and  ashes 
from  his  head  to  the  tip  of  his  tail. 

"Oh,  Kitty."  cried  Betty  mournfully,  "your 
beautiful  black  coat  is  ruined.  How  could  you 
stay  in  such  a  dirty  place?" 

Billy  laughed.  Really.  Kitty  did  look  too 
woe-begone  and  disconsolate  for  words.  "Even 
his  whiskers  are  grey  now,"  he  said. 

"There's  only  one  place  for  him  in  this  con- 
dition," he  added,  "and  that's  home.  I'd  be 
ashamed  for  anyone  to  see  him  like  this.  Let's 
ask  Uncle  Charley  to  drive  us  home." 

So  Kitty  Puss  was  dumped  unceremoniously 
into  the  bottom  of  the  car.  But  in  spite  of  h'is 
dirty,  bedraggled  fur,  his  heart  was  singing  for 
joy.  He  was  going  home  to  his  beloved  pink 
walls  and  honeysuckle  vines.  What  matter  if 
his  coat  were  gray  and  his  whiskers  ashen ! 

Scarcely  had  the  car  stopped  in  front  of  the 
gate,  when  out  he  sprang,  rolling  over  and  over 
in  the  driveway  in  an  ecstasy  of  happiness. 

"Gee,  what  joy!"  exclaimed  Billy  as  he  watch- 
ed him.  "I  think  we  won't  take  him  out  to  spend 
the  day  again." 

"No,"  agreed  Betty.  "But  just  see  how  he's 
scrubbing  the  ashes  off  himself.  He'll  soon  be  as 
beautiful  as  ever." 


MIGHTY  MITES. 

A  number  of  St.  Anthony's  Club  members  a  I 
the  S.O.S.  Hostel,  Toronto,  have  been  proving 
their  zeal  for  missions  by  dropping  their  spare 
pennies  into  mission  mite  boxes.  Recently  these 
boxes  were  opened  and  the  many  "mites"  reached 
the  amazing  total  of  $35.96,  which  amount  was 
handed  in  to  us  as  the  Club's  contribution  to- 
wards S.O.S.  work  in  Canada's  Home  Mission 
Field. 

We  take  this  opportunity  of  saying  "Thank 
You"  from  the  bottom  of  our  hearts  to  all  who 
helped  by  their  generous  sacrifices  to  make  this 
substantial  donation  possible.  Perhaps  it  is  not 
too  much  to  hope  that  this  good  example  may 
be  followed  by  groups  of  girls  in  our  other  hos- 
tels, and  thus  many  mites  may  grow  into  mighty 
dollars  which,  with  the  blessing  of  God.  may  do 
much  good  in  His  service. 


YOUTHFUL  BENEFACTORS. 

The  following  is  one  of  four  letters  received 
from  pupils  of  St.  Thomas'  School,  Sudbury,  ac- 
companied by  a  donation  in  aid  of  our  missions. 
We  were  very  pleased  with  all  the  letters,  but 
as  there  is  space  for  only  one.  we  have  selected 
the  longest : 

Dear  Reverend  Sisters: 

Enclosed  you  will  find  a  money  order  for  three 
dollars,  raised  by  the  pupils  of  Grades  VII  and  VIII 
during  Lent.  The  money  was  unselfishly  contributed 
to  the  mite  box  by  both  boys  and  girls. 

The  pupils  who  read  your  magazine  realize  your 
need  of  money  for  the  upkeep  of  your  wonderful 
work  in  sending  out  "Religion  by  Mail." 

The  boys  and  girls  hope  that  this  money  will 
help  defray  the  cost  of  stamps. 

Hoping  you  will  keep  up  your  good  work,  we 
wish  you  all  the  luck  in  the  world. 

Yours  respectfully, 
PUPILS  OF  GRADES  VII  AND  VIII. 

From  the  Young  Missionaries  of  St.  Stanis- 
laus' School,  Fort  William : 

Rev.  and  Dear  Father  Daly: 

Your  Lenten  Appeal  for  the  Sisters  of  Service 
has  not  gone  unheeded.  We  joined  the  Air  Force 
and  we  must  win  battles  for  Mother  Church.  We 
like  your  idea  of  stamps  being  our  wings.  We  enjoy 
your  magazine — The  Field  at  Home — and  think 
the  Sisters  of  Service  are  doing  a  big  work  for  God 
in  our  own  dear  Canada. 

The  enclosed  six  dollars  (part  of  our  Home  Mission 
Lent  Fund)  is  to  pay  our  subscription  to  your  maga- 
zine and  to  buy  several  "wings." 

We  pray  every  day  for  the  missions.  We  are 
the  little  missionaries  of  St.  Stanislaus'  School. 

From  the  Third  Graders  at  Sacred  Heart 
School,  Montreal : 

Dear  Father  Daly: 

I  am  writing  to  you  in  the  name  of  my  com- 
panions of  the  3rd  Course,  to  offer  you  the  stamps 
we  saved  during  Holy  Week  for  your  beautiful  work 
of  Catholic  propaganda. 

We,  children  of  the  Sacred  Heart  School,  like 
our  Religion  Course,  so  we  are  glad  to  think  that 
children  on  the  farms  and  far  away  on  the  coast, 
will  also  get  some  catechisms  and  other  pious  maga- 
zin  es. 

Father,  will  you  please  pray  that  we  will  always 
remain  good  Catholic  girls?  We  wish  you  much 
success  in  your  work. 

Your  most  respectful  child. 

JOY  BELCOURT. 
(In  the  Name  of  the  3rd  Course  Companions). 


Hearing  of  the  .work  of  the  Catholic  Medi- 
cal Mission  Board,  the  late  Holy  Father  said: 
"This  is  the  work  which  Christ  Himself  chose 
both  to  begin  and  carry  out  His  Ministry." 

"The  body  for  the  sake  of  the  soul,  the  body 
and  soul  for  God."  is  the  motto  and  inspiration 
of  the  Catholic  Mission  Board. 

"Every  Catholic  hospital  is  a  threshold  of 
conversions  and  a  vestibule  of  heaven." — Bishop 
Walsh,  of  Maryknoll. 
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SACRIFICIAL  GIVING 


WAR  is  a  time  when  every  true  patriot  is 
called  to  offer  his  money,  sacrifice  his 
pleasures,  curtail  his  accustomed  mode 
of  living,  give  up  his  most  cherished  freedom  and 
even  his  life  ...  on  the  altar  of  the  nation.  To 
protect  his  "way  of  life,"  to  guarantee  his  hard- 
earned  liberties,  willingly  and  joyfully  he  makes 
those  sacrifices.  His  best  interests,  it  is  true,  are 
at  stake.  Self-protection  is  a  wise  policy.  But 
generosity  of  heart,  inspired  by  a  high  ideal,  is 
needed  to  translate  it  into  a  reality.  This  is  how 
war,  with  all  its  horrors  and  ugly  features,  helps 
to  bring  out  what  is  noble  and  generous  in  hu- 
man nature. 

War  is  a  stern  master.  Its  lessons  are  burnt 
into  our  lives  with  iron  and  fire.  We  realize  that 
its  scorched  path  is  the  only  road  to  victory  and 
to  peace.  But  why  should  we  learn  sacrifice 
through  the  hard  way?  Is  not  Christianity 
founded  on  sacrifice?  Is  it  not  the  great  lesson 
now  given  to  us  all  in  the  Gospel.  To  rehearse 
the  Beatitudes,  those  sources  of  genuine  happi- 
ness, is  to  enumerate  one  sacrifice  after  another. 
Because  we  are  afraid  to  walk  that  hard  way 
God  allows  the  calamities  of  sickness  and  war 
to  teach  us  the  stern  lesson  of  sacrifice.  Per- 
haps when  we  have  learned  it  by  necessity 
we  will  follow  its  teachings  more  willingly  and 
lovingly. 

We  wish  here  to  draw  a  lesson  from  the  war. 
If  we  are  able  for  an  earthly  cause  to  shake  off 
our  apathy  and  self-complacency  and  set  our- 
selves to  work  and  sacrifice,  why  should  we  not 
be  more  ready  to  do  so  for  the  greatest  cause  of 
all — the  extension  of  the  Kingdom  of  God  on 


earth?  To  give  to  the  Red  Cross,  to  invest 
money  in  Victory  Bonds,  to  shoulder  a  heavier 
burden  of  taxes — all  this  we  do  willingly  and 
even  with  a  smile.  This  is  our  duty.  No  one 
wishes  to  be  a  shirker  in  this  hour  of  supreme 
trial.  Why  should  we  not  carry  with  us  into 
other  fields  this  same  frame  of  mind?  Were  that 
sacrificial  giving  a  part  of  our  Christian  life 
as  it  is  to-day  a  part  of  civil  life,  what  benefits 
would  result  for  the  Church  and  her  mission 
fields!  These,  we  know,  have  been  devastated  by 
the  war  and  the  work  of  years  uprooted.  In 
how  many  countries  the  missionaries  have  been 
left  without  support.  Their  flocks  have  been  dis- 
persed and  it  will  require  years  to  reconstruct 
their  churches  and  convents. 

What  Catholic  would  not  be  touched  by  these 
scenes  of  devastation  in  the  Philippines,  in  Burma, 
in  China,  in  the  Isles  of  the  South  Seas?  Have 
we  only  sympathies  and  regrets  to  offer?  Sacri- 
ficial giving  is  the  only  right  answer  worthy  of 
an  understanding  Christian.  Mother  Church  ex- 
pects every  Catholic  to  do  his  duty- — and  to  do 
it  generously — in  this  hour  of  trial. 
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S.O.S.  Vacation  Schools  in  North  Dakota 


THE  "click-click"  of  typewriters  and  the 
"chug-chug"  of  the  mimeograph  machine 
are  signs  that  winter  work  has  begun  at 
401  Seventh  Avenue,  S.  Fargo — the  S.O.S.  home 
in  North  Dakota.  For  three  months  silence  has 
reigned  within  its  walls,  for  the  S.O.S.  were  out 
among  the  little  ones,  extending  and  cementing 
the  bond  which  exists  between  the  Correspon- 
dence School  and  its  pupils. 

During  the  months  of  June  and  July  Vaca- 
tion Schools  were  conducted  in  six  districts  in 
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which  a  total  of  166  children  were  instructed. 
Classes  were  held  both  morning  and  afternoon 
in  some  places,  while  in  others  they  were  held 
only  in  the  mornings.  Apart  from  the  regular 
classes,  the  boys  were  taught  how  to  serve  Mass 
and  in  one  little  mission  where  the  girls  were  in 
the  majority,  the  whole  group,  twelve  in  num- 
ber, learned  how  to  answer  Mass  in  common. 

His  Excellency  visited  two  of  the  parishes 
during  vacation  school  time  and  administered 
the  Sacrament  of  Confirmation.  Tn  preparation 
for  this,  individual  instruction  was  given  to 
several  adults. 

In  all  of  these  districts  both  children  and  par- 
ents were  eager  to  co-operate  with  the  sisters. 
The  children  who  had  been  taking  correspon- 
dence lessons  were  very  enthusiastic  and  the 
contact  made  during  these  months  undoubtedly 
increased  their  interest. 

Mingled  with  the  work  of  studying  religion 
was  something  of  a  holiday  spirit.  In  the  middle 
of  our  first  two  weeks  there  was  a  thirty -five 


mile  truck  ride.  Where  ?  To  another  mission 
church  to  attend  a  Corpus  Christi  celebration. 
This  is  the  greatest  day  of  the  year  for  the  mem- 
bers of  that  little  community  and  to  many  of 
our  little  pupils  it  was  something  entirely  new. 
Not  many  of  them  had  ever  had  the  privilege 
of  even  being  present  at  a  Benediction  service. 
The  day  began,  of  course,  with  the  offering  of 
the  Holy  Sacrifice,  followed  by  the  Procession. 
Then  came  the  parish  picnic  and  it  was  during 
this  time  that  one  of  our  young  hopefuls  ap- 
proached His  Excellency  and  wondered  if  he 
could  get  just  an  idea  of  what  questions  might 
be  asked  when  Confirmation  Day  came  round. 

American  children  have  a  wonderful  "get 
together"  spirit  and  because  they  were  prepar- 
ing to  do  all  the  singing  for  Confirmation  Day 
they  felt  the  need  of  getting  together  to  practice. 
It  was  a  long  drive  from  the  mission  to  the  par- 
ish church  but  it  was  well  worth  it,  for  the  jour- 
ney resulted  in  plans  being  made  for  a  joint 
picnic  at  the  close  of  vacation  school.  This  time 
the  parish  children  came  out  to  the  mission.  It 
was  a  cold  morning  which  made  truck  driving 
rather  uncomfortable,  but  when  they  arrived  at 
the  little  mission  church  it  was  nice  and  warm, 
for  the  furnace  had  been  lighted,  even  though  it 
was  the  month  of  June.  By  noon  the  sun  was 
shining  and  after  a  picnic  dinner  on  the  church 
grounds  all  were  anxious  to  drive  on  to  the  river. 
It  happened  that  a  "carnival"  was  in  town.  Ar- 
rangements were  made  with  the  manager  and  be- 
fore starting  out  for  the  picnic  grounds  each 
child  was  given  a  ride  on  the  Merry  Go  Round 
and  Ferris  Wheel.  On  arriving  at  the  river,  a 
spot  was  chosen  and  a  ball  game  was  soon  in 
progress.  The  day  was  spent  in  racing,  playing 
games,  etc. — then  more  lunch  and  the  return 
home.  The  Sister  driving  the  car  kept  close  be- 
hind the  truck  loaded  with  children  and  driven 
by  the  pastor.  Suddenly  the  truck  stopped — out 
of  gas!  We  immediately  set  about  looking  for 
some  means  of  syphoning  gas  from  the  car.  With 
an  air  of  superiority  one  of  the  youngsters  pro- 
duced a  tin  can  from  nowhere  in  particular, 
picked  up  a  wrench  and  crawled  under  the  car. 
One  twist  of  the  wrench  and  he  had  a  canful  of 
gas.  With  a  look  which  said:  "You  may  be  able 
to  teach  catechism,  but — ! !"  he  fed  the  truck 
enough  gas  to  get  us  home. 

And  now  we  are  back  where  we  started — at 
401  Seventh  Avenue — with  the  click  of  type- 
writers and  the  chug-chug  of  the  mimeograph, 
which  will  continue  far  into  the  winter  months 
till  the  spring  comes  round  once  more  and  we 
shall  hie  us  out  again  into  the  open  country. 

S.O.S. 
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had  showed  their  Faith  in  the  development  of  an 
ideal. 

Final  Professions  at  Edson. 

On  the  same  day,  in  the  chapel  of  our  Edson 
Hospital,  perpetual  vows  were  made  by  Sister 
Mary  MacDougall,  Sister  Ella  Deland  and  Sister 
Mary  Corke.  The  final  vows  of  these  Sisters  were 
received  by  His  Excellency  J.  H.  MacDonald. 
The  eight-day  Retreat  preceding  the  Feast  was 
preached  by  Reverend  Father  Routhier,  O.M.I. , 
who  also  preached  a  five-day  Retreat  to  our  Sis- 
ters in  the  month  of  June. 


FIRST  PROFESSIONS. 

THIS  year  our  midsummer  Retreat  in  To- 
ronto was  preached  by  Reverend  Father 
Hynes,  S.J.  In  the  quiet  of  our  Novitiate 
chapel  Sisters  spent  eight  days  of  spiritual  re- 
freshment ;  eight  days  of  complete  separation 
from  worldly  cares  and  anxieties;  eight  days 
filled  with  innumerable  graces ;  eight  days  of 
following  along  spiritual  paths  under  the  expert 
guidance  of  an  experienced  director  in  the 
science  of  holiness. 

At  the  close  of  the  Retreat,  on  the  lovely 
Feast  of  the  Assumption,  two  Sisters  pronounced 
their  first  vows :  Sister  Agnes  Sheehan  and  Sister 
Genevieve  Wingert,  both  of  Saskatchewan.  Re- 
newal of  vows  was  made  by  Sister  Matilda  Grace, 
of  Hamilton,  Ontario. 

The  Sisters'  vows  were  received  by  Reverend 
Father  Daly,  C.Ss.R.,  and  after  the  ceremony 
both  Father  Hynes  and  Father  Daly  said  a  few 
words  appropriate  to  the  occasion.  Father  Daly 
drew  particular  atleution  to  the  fact  that  this 
beautiful  Feast  of  Our  Lady  marked  the  twen- 
tieth anniversary  of  the  Institute  of  the  Sisters 
of  Service.  Father  also  said  that  he  wished 
to  pay  public  tribute  to  those  Sisters  who  had 
come  when  the  S.O.S.  was  but  an  idea,  and  who 


JUBILEE  CELEBRATION. 

WEDNESDAY,  August  19th,  was  a  Jubilee 
Day  for  the  Sisters  of  Service,  for  on  that 
date  we  had  the  happy  privilege  of  cele- 
brating with  Reverend  Mother  Lidwina  the  golden 
anniversary  of  her  entrance  into  religious  life. 

Mother  Lidwina  was  the  Sister  of  St.  Joseph 
to  whom  was  entrusted  the  arduous  and  respon- 
sible task  of  guiding  and  training  the  first  Sis- 
ters of  Service.  She  was  with  us  for  the  first  two 
years  of  our  existence  and  her  unselfish  devoted- 
ness  will  ever  be  held  in  grateful  memory  by 
every  member  of  our  Institute. 

Strictly  speaking,  the  anniversary  was  on 
August  15th,  but  naturally  Mother  Lidwina 
could  not  be  away  from  her  own  Community  on 
that  day.  So  the  19th  was  chosen  for  the  S.O.S. 
celebration. 

At  6.30  a  taxi  brought  Mother  Lidwina  to  our 
Convent,  accompanied  by  Mother  Margaret,  Su- 
perior General  of  St.  Joseph's  Community.  They 
were  in  good  time  for  the  High  Mass  which  start- 
ed at  6.45,  Father  Daly  being  the  celebrant.  This 
Mass  was  offered  for  Mother  Lidwina  in  thanks- 
giving for  her  "fifty  years  of  service."  A  special 
"Jubilate  Deo"  sung  by  the  choir  at  the  Offer- 


CHRIS2  IS  NOT  VALUED  AT  ALL  UNLESS  HE  IS  VALUED  ABOVE  ALL. 
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tory  seemed  to  give  full  expression  to  the  jubi- 
lant spirit  of  the  festive  occasion. 

At  the  Feast  Day  breakfast  which  followed 
the  Mass  Father  Daly  offered  congratulations  to 


Rev.  Sister  M.  Lidwina. 


Mother  in  the  name  of  all  the  Sisters  of  Service 
and  expressed  grateful  appreciation  of  her  co- 
operation and  devotedness  during  those  first 
days  of  the  Institute.  He  referred  to  the  great 
sacrifice  she  made  in  leaving  her  Community  to 
undertake  the  formation  of  the  initial  band  of 
applicants  for  the  Community  of  the  Sisters  of 
Service.  Father  also  thanked  the  Community  of 
St.  Joseph,  in  the  person  of  Mother  Margaret, 
for  loaning  Mother  Lidwina  to  the  S.O.S.,  and 
spoke  with  appreciation  of  the  splendid  co-opera- 
tion received  from  Mother  Victoria,  who  was 
Mother  General  at  that  time. 

We  take  this  opportunity  of  once  more  ex- 
tending heartfelt  wishes  and  congratulations  to 
our  dear  Mother  Lidwina.  We  pray  that  God 
may  grant  her  many  more  years  in  which  to 
serve  Him  on  earth  and  then — eternal  happiness 
with  Him  forever. 


Forgiveness  is  the  perfume  a  flower  sends  up 
to  the  foot  that  has  crushed  it. 

Moral  fibre  and  spiritual  vigour  are  not  de- 
veloped by  comfort  and  ease. 

#    #  # 
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SPIRITUAL  OXYGEN. 

To  live  the  Christian  soul  needs  divine  grace 
just  as  the  body  needs  oxygen.  This  essential 
element  is  absorbed  into  our  system  by  respira- 
tion. To  breathe  is  to  live.  As  soon  as  the  body 
ceases  to  breathe,  death  follows. 

Prayer  is  the  breath  of  the  soul.  By  prayer 
we  inhale  the  divine  oxygen  of  grace.  St.  Al- 
phonsus,  the  great  doctor  of  prayer,  summed  up 
the  experience  of  his  long  and  saintly  life  in  this 
statement:  "He  who  prays  will  save  his  soul; 
he  who  does  not  pray  will  lose  his  soul." 


Keep  the  habit  of  effort  alive  by  a  little  gra- 
tuitous exercise  every  day. 

*    *  * 

Wisdom  is  knowing  what  to  do  next.  Virtue 
is  doing  it. 


RED  CROSS  WORK  AT  WEXFORD 
SEPARATE  SCHOOL. 

At  Wexford  Separate  School,  where  the  Sis- 
ters of  Service  have  been  in  charge  since  1939. 
the  Home  Economics  Class  during  the  past  year 
and  also  much  of  the  free  time  of  the  pupils  has 
been  almost  entirely  devoted  to  Red  Cross  Work. 

The  picture  below  shows  one  of  the  groups 
at  work  on  a  quilt.  Included  in  the  work  ac- 
complished by  the  girls  during  the  year  are  three 
patchwork  quilts  and  a  knitted  avooI  afghan. 

This  period  is  welcomed  each  week  with  the 
greatest  enthusiasm,  and  all  the  activities  seem 
to  be  permeated  with  the  feeling  that  they  are 
"doing  something  for  the  Red  Cross." 

While  the  girls  are  busy  at  this  work  the 
boys  are  engaged  in  the  manual  training  room, 
which  the  School  Board  has  fitted  out  for  their 
convenience,  and  here  they  spend  many  pleasant 
hours. 


It  is  chance  that  makes  brothers,  but  hearts 
that  make  friends. 

*     #     #  K 

The  most  manifest  sign  of  wisdom  is  a  con- 
tinual cheerfulnesss. 

RE  PATIENT  WITH  THE  FAULTS  OK  OTHERS — 


Sewing  for  Our  Soldiers. 
THEY  HAVE  TO  RE  PATIENT  WITH  YOU. 
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SUMMER  SCHOOL  AMID  SNOW  DRIFTS 


BLAZING  the  1942  trail  of  Alberta  Cate- 
chetical Tours,  on  May  8th,  two  little  S.O.S. 
set  out  bravely  for  the  Coal  Branch.  It  was 
a  glorious  spring  day.  Leaving  Eclson  at  12.30 
p.m.,  with  Luscar  our  destination,  we  wound  our 
way  around  the  Foothills  of  the  Rockies,  enjoy- 
ing the  scenic  beauty  of  the  country.  Most  re- 
markable was  the  change  from  budding  to  dor- 
mant nature  as  the  altitude  became  greater. 

About  4.15  we  made  one  of  many  stops  at  a 
little  station  called  Leyland.  As  we  watched  the 
passengers  stepping  off,  Sister  said :  '  'Why, 
there  is  Father  Y.  He  is  looking  for  us."  We 
collected  our  belongings  and  soon  found  ourselves 
in  Father's  car,  with  a  six-mile  drive  to  Luscar 
ahead  of  us.  The  road  for  the  most  part  is  on 
a  narrow  ledge  skirting  the  mountains,  and  every 
mile  a  picture  with  snow-clad  Rockies  rising 
protectingly  around  us. 

As  we  were  reaching  the  top  of  a  steep  cliff 
the  engine  stalled  and  Father  said  the  Sisters 
were  the  cause,  as  it  always  behaves  when  he  is 
alone.  We  had  recourse  to  Our  Blessed  Mother 
while  Father  worked  at  the  car,  and  in  a  few 
minutes  it  was  purring  and  we  were  on  our  way. 
We  came  to  a  halt  before  the  home  of  our  hostess 
for  the  next  week.  The  door  was  thrown  open 
and  Mamma  came  out  to  receive  us.  God  bless 
her !  Never  did  prodigal  receive  a  warmer  wel- 
come. 

Father  told  us  the  children  would  be  at  the 
church  the  next  morning  at  10  o'clock,  giving  us 
ample  time  to  attend  Mass  at  8  o'clock,  have 
breakfast  and  return  for  class.  After  supper, 
accompanied  by  Via,  Mamma's  eldest  daughter, 
we  went  over  to  visit  the  church  and  make  our 
plans  for  the  next  day. 


Next  morning  when  we  arrived  several  chil- 
dren had  already  gathered  around  the  church. 
We  started  registration  immediately,  and  soon 
they  were  swarming  about  us  anxious  to  get 
started.  No  timidity  here !  We  had  twenty  chil- 
dren with  a  promise  of  more  to  come. 

We  divided  the  class,  one  Sister  taking  the 
First  Communicants,  and  the  other  those  who 
were  preparing  for  Confirmation.  We  had  the 
children  both  morning  and  afternoon  on  the 
first  and  last  days;  for  the  remainder  of  the 
week  they  came  trooping  in  from  school  between 
3.30  and  4.00.  We  kept  them  until  5.00;  then 
they  went  home  for  supper  and  returned  at  7 
o'clock,  remaining  until  8.00.  They  were  bright 
and  eager  to  learn,  ever  ready  with  a  quick 
answer,  and  just  as  quick  to  question — seeking 
the  solution  of  their  little  problems. 


The  Month  of  May — Luscar,  Alta. 


BE  NOT  SIMPLY  GOOD,  BUT  GOOD  FOR  SOMETHING. 
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Our  afternoons  were  spent  climbing  hills  to 
visit  the  families  where  there  were  children  who 
should  be  attending  classes.  Wednesday  after- 
noon about  2.30  as  we  left  one  home,  snow  was 
falling  softly.  We  decided  to  go  over  to  church 
and  start  the  fires  to  keep  our  little  ones  from 
freezing.  At  five  o'clock,  when  our  children  left 
snow  was  still  falling  fast  and  we  debated  as  to 
whether  we  should  go  home  for  supper  and  get 
our  rubbers  or  remain  for  the  evening  class.  We 
decided  it  would  be  best  to  get  rubbers  before 
the  snow  got  too  deep.  Snow  fell  steadily  for  a 
day  and  a  half  and  on  Friday  morning  we  awoke 


An  Interester  Class — Alberta. 

to  find  the  sun  shining  brightly  on  a  fairyland 
of  dazzling  white. 

We  became  very  ambitious  and  with  the  co- 
operation of  one  of  the  teachers  who  loaned  us 
her  hectograph  and  provided  the  children  with 
paper,  we  made  little  booklets  to  promote  devo- 
tion to  the  Sacred  Heart. 

Saturday  afternoon  Father  drove  over  from 
Cadomin  to  hear  confessions  and  on  Sunday  four 
little  boys  and  three  little  girls  had  the  happi- 
ness of  receiving  our  Lord  for  the  first  time. 
The  church  was  beautifully  decorated  with  pink 
carnations.  Via  and  Mrs.  T.  had  made  a  collec- 
tion through  the  camp  to  provide  the  flowers  and 
a  Communion  breakfast  for  the  First  Communi- 
cants, at  which  we  were  the  guests  of  honour. 

A  rainy  afternoon  witnessed  our  departure  for 
Mountain  Park,  where  we  were  the  guests  of  Mr. 
MacDonald  at  the  hotel.  Learning  to  sleep  in 
a  mining  camp  hotel  is  a  novel  science  and  one 
we  were  just  beginning  to  master  when  it  was 
time  to  move  on.  On  Monday  a  little  French 
lady  piloted  us  through  the  camp,  making  known 
our  arrival  and  requesting  that  all  Catholic  chil- 
dren join  us  at  church  in  the  afternoon  after 
school.  We  discovered  that  because  of  a  couple 
of  cases  of  chicken-pox,  Grades  1,  2,  3  and  4 
were  dismissed  from  school  for  the  week.    "  Tis 


an  ill  wind  that  blows  nobody  good."  With  the 
hope  of  not  being  arrested  for  defying  public 
health  laws,  we  gathered  the  little  ones  together 
in  the  daytime  for  instruction  and  the  older  chil- 
dren at  night. 

Over  30  children  were  prepared  for  Confirma- 
tion and  on  Sunday  four  girls  and  three-  boys 
made  their  First  Communion.  We  then  drove 
to  Cadomin  for  the  eleven  o'clock  Mass,  during 
which  Father  announced  that  instruction  classes 
would  start  at  three  that  afternoon.  After  Mass 
Father  conducted  us  to  our  headquarters  for 
the  week — Mrs.  M's  at  Leyland.  We  were  com- 
fortably installed,  enjoyed  a  combination  break- 
fast and  dinner,  and  were  soon  back  at  church 
about  our  Father's  business.  Monday  being  a 
holiday,  we  were  able  to  have  class  morning  and 
afternoon,  with  baseball  and  "steal  the  stick"  in- 
termingling with  catechism.  On  the  remaining 
days  class  was  held  from  four  to  five  and  from 
six  to  eight.  On  Wednesday  snow  began  to  fall 
once  more  and  during  class  Father  came  in  and 
announced  that  he  had  just  received  a  message 
from  the  Archbishop,  saying  that  he  would  be 
up  for  Confirmation  on  Friday  instead  of  Sun- 
day, the  day  appointed.  This  cut  our  time 
considerably  and  getting  around  was  difficult, 
for  snow  continued  to  fall  until  Friday  morning. 

Thursday  night  Father  heard  confessions  and 
baptized  three  children,  two  girls  of  fourteen  and 
four  years  of  age  and  a  boy  of  ten.  The  next 
morning  we  had  the  happiness  of  receiving  Holy 
Communion  with  all  our  children,  ten  of  whom 
were  receiving  for  the  first  time. 

Confirmation  was  scheduled  for  eight  p.m. 
All  were  gathered  at  the  church  in  good  time, 
the  girls  looking  radiant  in  white  dresses  and 
veils,  the  boys  solemn  and  reverent.  Thirty-two 
received  the  Sacrament.  Within  twenty-four 
hours  one  little  Russian  girl  had  received  the 
Sacraments  of  Baptism,  Penance.  Holy  Eucharist 
and  Confirmation. 

Saturday  morning  we  bade  farewell  to  Cado- 
min and  drove  to  Luscar,  arriving  at  7.45  a.m. 
Confessions  were  heard,  the  Archbishop  blessed 
the  church,  having  to  plow  through  snow  as  he 
circled  the  building.  He  then  offered  the  Holy 
Sacrifice  and  administered  Confirmation  to  20 
children. 

At  11.30  we  left  for  home,  it  being  impossible 
to  get  up  to  Mountain  Park,  where  three  feet  of 
snow  made  the  roads  impassable,  and  so  over  30 
children  still  await  the  coming  of  the  Holy  Spirit. 
Though  anxious  to  be  back  home,  it  was  with  re- 
gret that  we  left  these  dear  lambs  of  Christ  who 
have  so  little  to  keep  them  in  the  shelter  of  the 


Every  right  action  and  true  thought  sets  the 
seal  of  beauty  on  person  and  face.— Rusk  in. 


THE  DOING  OF  THE  WILL  OF  GOD  LEAVES  NO  TIME  FOR  DISPUTING  ABOUT  HIS  PLAN'S. 
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Rural  Teaching  in  Saskatchewan 


'MID  SUNSHINE  AND  SHOWERS. 

IN  the  Archdiocese  of  Regina,  all  try  to  put 
their  shoulder  to  the  wheel  to  help  make  the 
Vacation  Schools  a  success.  During  the 
month  of  July  we  see  priests,  seminarians,  sis- 
ters of  the  various  religious  communities  and  de- 
voted laymen  teaching  throughout  the  Arch- 
diocese. 

The  Call  to  this  Country  Apostolate  was 
awaited  as  eagerly  as  ever  by  the  S.O.S.  at  our 
Regina  Correspondence  Centre.  We  received  our 
appointments  from  the  Chancery  Office  on  June 
19th,  with  places  and  dates  showing  where  each 
Sister  was  to  teach.  Nine  of  our  Sisters  were  as- 
signed to  various  missions. 

Two  of  us  were  to  go  south  for  the  first  two 
weeks  and  northwest  for  the  last  two  weeks. 
Everything  looked  nice  and  fresh  as  we  drove 
along  the  highway  going  south.  We  saw  puddles 
of  water  alone:  the  road.  Was  it  rain  or  only 
a  shower?  What  a  surprise  we  had  when  the 
missionary  informed  us  that  he  had  not  been 
able  to  get  to  his  missions  for  the  past  two 
months  on  account  of  the  rain !  To-morrow  he 
hoped  to  make  it  if  only  the  sun  would  shine  and 
a  little  wind  dry  the  road.  During  the  night 
I  was  awakened  by  the  splashing  of  rain  against 
the  window  pane.  My  first  thought  was — VACA- 
TION SCHOOL  — THE  ROADS  — THE  CHIL- 
DREN! How  will  we  get  to  our  starting  post  ? 
A  silent  prayer — and  off  to  dreamland. 

The  next  morning  was  Sunday,  About  four 
families  were  at  Mass.  The  church  felt  empty. 
Father  drove  eight  miles  to  the  nearest  mission 
to  say  a  second  Mass.  He  walked  about  one  mile 
in  mud.  When  Father  returned  the  sun  was 
peeping  from  behind  the  clouds — a  ray  of  hope ! 
By  2.30  we  were  well  on  our  way  about  35  miles 
southwest.    The  road  was  bad  in  spots. 

After  supper  we  drove  to  the  church  for  even- 
ing devotions.  About  20  cars  were  lined  up  out- 
side the  church,  awaiting  the  arrival  of  the  mis- 
sionary and  the  Sisters.  We  lived  at  the  teach- 
erage.  A  young  lady  offered  to  cook  for  the 
priest  and  Sisters.  The  food  was  donated  by 
the  kind  ladies.  Everything  imaginable  in  the 
line  of  food,  bedding  and  table  linen  was  left 
at  the  teacherage.  God  bless  them  a  hundred 
fold ! 

Fifty-four  children  attended  class  the  first 
week.  We  taught  from  nine  until  twelve  in  the 
morning  and  from  1.30  to  4.20  in  the  afternoon, 
after  which  there  was  choir  practice  under  the 
direction  of  the  priest.   In  the  evening  there  was 


choir  practice  again  and  the  making  of  altar  linen 
at  the  home  of  one  of  the  ladies. 

Ten  of  the  children  were  batching  in  the 
mission  hall.  They  were  at  Mass  every  morning 
and  at  night  prayers  in  the  evening.  One  lad 
stayed  at  his  grandmother's  house  in  town,  some 
walked  and  others  drove  in  by  car.  Before  the 
week  was  over  the  choir  was  able  to  sing  a  Re- 
quiem High  Mass.  The  people  from  the  neigh- 
bouring village  came  to  assist  at  this  Mass. 

The  zealous  missionary  who  saw  them  at  work 
and  at  prayer  also  wished  to  see  them  at  play, 
so  a  picnic  was  organized  for  the  close  of  our 
summer  school.  Very  little  was  said  about  the 
picnic,  one  would  almost  think  that  no  one  was 
interested,  but  at  the  appointed  hour  the  first 
buggy  drew  up  outside  the  hall.  In  it  was  a 
young  man  with  three  children  of  pre-school  age. 
The  older  children  ran  up  to  greet  their  daddy 
and  young  sisters.  By  3.00  p.m.  a  ball  game  was 
in  full  swing  by  the  young  people.  The  sun  was 
playing  hide  and  seek  behind  the  clouds.  When 
the  ball  game  was  over  all  were  ordered  to  the 
hall,  a  quarter  of  a  mile  away.  Prompt  obedience 
saved  them  from  a  drenching ! 

A  booth  was  opened  in  the  hall.  Men  and 
women  were  busy  selling  cold  drinks,  ice  cream, 
pop  corn,  chocolate  bars  and  lollipops.  They  all 
had  their  lunch  with  them.  But  what  was  going 
on  outside?  The  sun  was  no  longer  playing  hide 
and  seek.  The  wind  was  blowing,  the  rain  pour- 
ing, there  was  roar  of  thunder  and  flashes  of 
lightning,  with  hail  beating  against  the  window 
pane.  A  half  an  hour — and  all  was  over.  The 
sun  came  out  again  and  the  picnic  was  finished 
out  of  doors. 

Barefoot  race,  pie  race,  clothes  pin  race  and 
many  other  races  kept  everyone  pleasantly  oc- 
cupied. The  grass  was  wet,  but  we  had  the 
benches !  By  9.00  p.m.  the  sweets  were  sold,  the 
roads  dry,  and  all  departed  with  a  smile  on  their 
faces  and  a  "thank  you"  on  their  lips  for  the 
"grand  time"  they  had  had. 

On  Sunday  morning  fourteen  little  ones  made 
their  First  Holy  Communion.  All  those  who  at- 
tended summer  school  received  Communion.  So 
many  went  to  Confession  that  there  was  hardly 
any  time  left  for  a  sermon.  After  Mass,  no'mat- 
ter  which  way  we  turned,  a  hand  was  stretched 
out  to  say  "Good-bye"  and  an  invitation  to  come 
back  extended.  The  clouds  were  travelling  fast 
overhead  as  we  sped  along  the  highway,  east 
this  time,  where  Father  was  to  say  the  eleven 
o'clock  Mass.  We  were  late  about  a  half  hour. 
No  doubt  these  good  people  were  watching  the 
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clouds  and  praying.  After  dinner  we  started  off 
for  our  next  mission.  The  road  was  fair  all  the 
way. 

The  class  here  numbered  only  20.  Some  of 
these  children  travelled  seventeen  miles  (34  miles 
round  trip)  every  day  to  catechism.  The  par- 
ents waited  in  town  all  day  until  the  children 
were  free  to  go  home.  The  classes  were  dismissed 
at  four  every  afternoon.  Four  little  ones  were 
prepared  for  First  Communion. 

It  rained  a  number  of  times  during  the  week. 
One  of  the  little  ones  did  not  arrive  until  10.00 
p.m.  on  the  last  day  of  summer  school.  "When 
I  questioned  her  about  being  so  late,  she  replied: 
"Sister,  Daddy  got  stuck  in  the  mud  with  the  car 
a  few  miles  out  of  town.  We  took  our  shoes 
off  and  helped  him  push  the  car;  we  just  couldn't 
get  here  any  sooner."  Little  did  I  know  of  the 
condition  of  the  road !  A  picnic  was  out  of  the 
question  here,  but  the  children  were  just  as  in- 
terested in  vacation  school  as  the  children  of  the 
week  before. 

Our  next  two  weeks  were  spent  in  very  much 
the  same  manner,  northwest  of  Regina.  The 
children  had  a  greater  distance  to  come  and  the 
showers  were  more  plentiful. 

S.O.S. 


THROUGH  MUD  TO  MISSIONS. 

On  our  arrival  at  W.,  via  local  train,  we  were 
informed  by  the  conductor  that  a  taxi  would 
take  us  over  to  the  other  station,  where  the  train 
for  K.  was  waiting.  To  our  surprise  and  enjoy- 
ment it  was  a  two-horse  taxi.  A  winter  caboose 
had  been  converted  into  a  stage  coach.  In  we 
squeezed  beside  a  man  with  five  bags  and  golf 
sticks.  Another  gentleman  and  one  lady  with  no 
scarcity  of  luggage  completed  the  cargo. 

Off  we  went  at  a  gallop  through  the  heart  of 
W.  Ugh !  the  odor  of  burning  rubber  soon  per- 
meated our  taxi.  The  men  tried  to  draw  the  at- 
tention of  the  driver  by  calling :  "Your  brakes 
are  on.  Stop!"  "Whoa!"  etc.,  but  to  no  avail. 
Our  driver  and  the  horses  seemed  bent  on  getting 
us  to  our  destination.  We  reached  the  station 
just  in  time. 

Two  and  a  half  hours  later  we  arrived  at  K.. 
where  Father  H.  called  for  us.  We  started  out 
on  a  trip  which  ordinarily  would  have  taken 
three-quarters  of  an  hour,  but  owing  to  the  bad 
roads  and  rain  it  took  us  five  hours.  First  we 
were  stuck  in  the  mud,  but  this  was  a  minor  de- 
tail, in  comparison  with  what  was  to  follow.  A 
few  miles  further  on,  the  car  stopped  completely. 
The  harder  Father  worked  the  more  futile  seemed 
his  efforts.  Finally  at  eleven  p.m.  the  man  at 
whose  driveway  we  had  halted  arrived  home. 
He  set  to  work  with  Father  and  after  much 
cranking  our  car  decided  to  go  on.    We  said 


the  beads  and  invoked  the  saints.  All  went  well 
until  about  five  miles  from  L.,  when  the  car 
stopped  again  —  this  time  it  seemed  for  good. 
Two  hours  later  it  decided  to  take  us  the  rest 
of  the  way. 

The  following  morning  classes  began  in  the 
little  church.  Sister  was  taken  to  K.,  eighteen 
miles  away.  As  we  had  large  classes,  with  Con- 
firmation and  First  Communion  in  the  offing, 
no  time  was  lost.  At  both  centres  the  children 
attended  well.  Two  little  boys  who  were  being 
prepared  for  First  Communion  walked  four  and 
a  half  miles  each  day  ;  another  little  fellow  walked 
two  and  a  half  miles. 

One  day  when  questioning  the  little  ones,  I 
asked  if  St.  Joseph  was  Jesus'  real  father.  Sev- 
eral answered  "No."  "Then  who  was  he?"  was 
the  next  question.  "I  know.  Sister,"  said  Gre- 
gory, "he  was  His  grandfather."  Another  day  a 
little  girl  asked  me  if  she  could  kiss  God's  feet. 
On  further  questioning,  I  learned  that  she  wanted 
to  go  into  the  sanctuary  to  kiss  the  feet  of  the 
large  crucifix. 

The  two  weeks  passed  all  too  quickly.  Sun- 
day morning  at  K.  three  girls  and  two  boys  re- 
ceived First  Communion.  Monday  found  the 
Archbishop  at  K.  and  Sister  with  a  problem. 
Two  days  before  one  of  the  boys  had  developed 
the  mumps.  Would  he  have  to  wait  three  years? 
The  Archbishop  was  considted  and  the  problem 
quickly  solved.  The  boy  remained  in  the  sacris- 
ty until  the  others  were  confirmed.  The  Arch- 
bishop then  confirmed  him  in  the  sanctuary. 

At  L.  on  T\iesday  morning  eleven  little  ones 
received  Jesus  into  their  hearts  for  the  first  time. 
Immediately  after  the  10.30  Mass  eighteen  chil- 
dren and  several  adults  were  confirmed.  The 
Archbishop  and  congregation  then  had  dinner 
in  the  church  basement,  a  social  custom  which 
is  observed  each  Sunday  after  Mass. 

Our  next  two  weeks  were  spent  at  "W.  We 
were  particularly  anxious  to  go  there,  as  some 
of  these  little  ones  had  not  had  an  opportunity 
of  being  instructed.  They  were  very  eager  to 
learn  and  asked  many  questions. 

As  there  was  no  organist  there  was  no  choir, 
but  we  taught  the  children  two  hymns  for  First 
Communion  Sunday:  "O  God  of  Loveliness"  and 
"Jesus,  Thou  Art  Coming." 

"We  returned  home  grateful  for  the  privilege 
of  giving  these  children  an  opportunity  to  ac- 
quire a  greater  knowledge  of  Christ  and  His 
love  for  them.  S.O.S. 


BUSY  DAYS  FOR  THE  MASTER. 

My  companion  and  I  left  by  ear  on  June  29th 
to  begin  our  share  in  vacation  school  work  in 
Saskatchewan.  What  a  pleasure  to  behold  fields 
of  grain  and  luxuriant  grass  as  we  sped  along 
over  the  prairie!    Such  a  heartening  contrast  to 
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previous  years  of  aridity !  We  arrived  at  our 
destination  of  X.  and  were  graciously  welcomed 
by  the  "Grey  Sisters"  with  whom  we  were  to 
make  our  temporary  headquarters.  These  gener- 
ous Sisters  made  us  feel  very  much  at  home,  and 
we  are  deeply  grateful  for  their  hospitality ;  we 
know  that  they  made  sacrifices  in  order  to  ac- 
commodate us. 

The  next  morning  we  were  assigned  to  a  mis- 
sion, where  we  taught  catechism  for  one  week. 
The  first  day  my  class  consisted  of  ten  pupils, 
but  during  the  week  the  number  increased  to 
twenty-eight — a  fine  class  and  all  eager  to  learn. 
The  days  slipped  by  only  too  quickly  and  First 
Communion  Day  arrived  for  three  little  ones; 
the  entire  class  received  Holy  Communion. 

After  the  awards  were  distributed  by  the  pas- 
tor Sister  and  I  returned  to  the  headquarters 
with  Father,  who  was  carrying  the  Blessed  Sac- 
rament, our  chauffeur  being  a  good  Catholic 
man,  accompanied  by  his  wife  and  son.  What  a 
privilege  to  escort  the  King  of  Heaven ! 

Next  morning  work  commenced  at  the  home 
base.  There  were  sixty-eight  children  grouped 
into  three  classes.  The  First  Communion  class 
was  prepared  by  the  Sister  Superior  of  the  hos- 
pital at  which  we  were  staying;  the  others  were 
instructed  'by  Sister  H.  and  myself.  There  were 
no  idle  moments  for  us,  for  these  boys  and  girls 
had  an  "activity  programme"  all  their  own. 

First  Communion  here  was  on  July  12th.  It 
was  also  General  Communion  for  the  whole  vaca- 
tion school  class,  and  they  supplied  the  singing 
for  the  occasion.  After  the  High  Mass  the  gen- 
erous and  fatherly  pastor  distributed  prizes  to 
all  the  children. 

In  the  afternoon  we  packed  our  grips  and 
were  off  to  our  next  district  by  car.  The  roads 
were  somewhat  rough  owing  to  rain,  so  the  speed 
limit  was  not  exceeded. 

The  next  morning  we  accompanied  two  Sis- 
ters of  the  Missions  and  the  pastor  to  our  respec- 


tive posts,  stopping  over  at  the  town  of  C,  where 
the  Sisters  of  the  Mission  were  to  teach.  We  then 
proceeded  to  D.,  where  the  class  numbered  twen- 
ty-three, seven  of  whom  were  prepared  for  Con- 
firmation, which  took  place  on  July  21st. 

My  next  mission  was  in  the  little  town  of  T., 
served  by  the  Redemptorist  Fathers  from  Moose 
Jaw.  Here  the  congregation  is  thoroughly  Ca- 
tholic; practically  everyone  received  the  Sacra- 
ments on  Sunday. 

Twenty-one  bright  boys  and  girls  presented 
themselves  for  instruction  the  next  morning. 
During  the  two  weeks  of  vacation  school  we  had 
the  Forty  Hours'  devotion.  The  sacrifices  made 
by  the  farmers  to  be  present  at  Mass  and  evening 
devotions  were  most  edifying.  Yes,  there  was 
no  doubt  but  that  they  came  to  pray — for  God's 
blessings,  for  peace  and  for  the  protection  of  their 
splendid  crops  which  were  so  nearly  ready  for 
harvesting. 

An  enjoyable  Community  picnic,  held  at  an 
ideal  spot  on  a  farm,  was  the  closing  event  of 
this  vacation  school.  May  God's  grace  water 
the  good  seed  that  was  sown  and  bring  it  to  ma- 
turity. S.O.S. 

Our  Sisters  have  now  returned  to  Regina. 
Shall  we  ever  meet  these  children  again?  You 
will  find  the  answer  in  the  August  number  of  the 
"Marienbote"  by  a  Sister  of  St.  Ursula,  where  we 
read  the  following: 

"And  when  the  two,  three  or  four  weeks  are  over, 
are  these  children  sent  back  to  their  homes'  for  a 
new  year  of  dearth  of  things  spiritual?  No  thank 
God!  From  their  modest  home  in  the  capital  of  the 
province  the  Sisters  of  Service  remain  in  contact 
with  hundreds  of  these  children  through  correspon- 
dence courses  in  religion.  Froim  there,  too,  Catholic 
literature  is  spread  broadcast,  and  thus  the  work  of 
the  religious  vacation  schools  is  kept  alive." 

So  we  meet  them  all  again  by  mail — in  the 
Archdiocese  of  Regina ! 


DEEDS,  NOT  WORDS. 

I'd  rather  see  a  sermon  than  hear  one  any  day, 

I'd  rather  one  would  walk  with  me  than  merely  show  the  way. 

The  eye's  a  better  pupil  and  more  willing  than  the  ear; 

For  counsel  is  confusing,  but  example's  always  clear; 
And  the  best  of  all  the  preachers  are  the  men  who  live  their  creeds. 
For  to  see  the  good  in  action  is  what  everybody  needs. 

I  can  soon  learn  how  to  do  it  if  you'll  let  me  see  it  done. 

I  can  watch  your  hands  in  action,  but  your  tongue  too  fast  may  run. 
And  the  lectures  you  deliver  may  be  very  wise  and  true ; 
But  I'd  rather  get  my  lesson  by  observing  what  you  do. 

For  I  may  misunderstand  you  and  the  high  advice  you  give, 

But  there  is  no  misunderstanding  how  you  act  and  how  you  live. 
HE  CENSURES  GOD  WHO  QUARRELS  WITH  THE  IMPERFECTIONS  OF  MEN. 
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OUR  VILNA  HOSPITAL 


SOME  ninety  miles  northwest  of  Edmonton 
is  the  little  town  of  Vilna.  Its  very  name 
suggests  a  population  of  Poles,  Russians, 
and  Ukrainians.  The  Canadian  National  Rail- 
way line  of  Edmonton  to  St.  Paul,  in  which  Vilna 
lies,  has,  we  would  say,  the  thickest  foreign- 
born  population  of  any  part  of  "Western  Canada. 
On  visiting  this  country  for  the  first  time,  the 
traveller  would  think  himself  to  be  in  Russia 
or  the  wheat-fields  of  the  Ukraine. 

Some  seventeen  years  ago  the  Sisters  of  Ser- 


soul  from  a  deep  and  prolonged  slumber."  The 
care  of  the  body,  bruised  by  sickness,  is  but  a 
means  to  the  care  of  the  soul.  The  Catholic 
hospital  is  essentially  a  missionary  endeavour. 
Yet  this  does  not  prevent  it  from  being  an  effi- 
cient and  up-to-date  health  institution.  After 
a  recent  official  inspection  the  Government  of 
Alberta  paid  tribute  to  our  Vilna  Hospital  in  the 
letter  published  below. 

The  reading  of  this  letter,  we  are  sure,  must 
have  been  very  gratifying  to  the  Sisters  who 


Our  Lady's  Hospital,  Vilna,  Alberta. 


vice  built  a  cottage  hospital  to  serve  the  sur- 
rounding communities.  It  has  served  there  as  an 
outpost  of  mercy,  particularly  to  mothers  who 
often  faced  death  in  giving  life.  Built  on  the 
very  fringe  of  our  great  hinterland,  this  hospital 
of  Vilna  stands  out  as  the  very  embodiment  of 
Christian  charity. 

"Sickness,"  says  St.  Gregory,  "is  the  knock 
at  the  door  which  often  awakens  the  Christian 


spend  their  lives  in  the  service  of  the  sick  and 
the  poor  in  Our  Lady's  Hospital  in  Vilna.  God 
only  knows  what  sacrifices  and  privations  the 
erection  and  maintenance  of  this  hospital  have 
meant  to  them.  May  the  zeal  and  generosity 
that  found  them  equal  to  the  task  of  yesterday 
be  with  them  to  face  the  ever-growing  responsi- 
bilities of  to-morrow. 

G.  DALY.  C.Ss.R. 


GOVERNMENT  OF  THE  PROVINCE  OF  ALBERTA 
DEPARTMENT    OF    PUBLIC  HEALTH 

Edmonton,  Alberta, 

Q.        0  August  21.  1942. 

Sister  Superior, 

Our  Lady's  Hospital,  Vilna,  Alberta. 
Dear  Madam : 

You  are  to  be  congratulated  on  the  type  of  hospital  and  the  quality  of  service  provided 

in  this  small  community. 

You  are  particularly  to  be  congratulated  on  the  high  quality  of  the  records  which  are 

kept  in  vour  hospital.  „  , 

1  ours  very  truly. 

(Signed)       A.  SOMERVILLE.  M.D.. 

Medical  Inspector  of  Hospitals. 

IP  YOU  HAVE  KNOWLEDGE,  LET  OTHERS  LIGHT  THEIR  CANDLES  AT  IT. 
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Young  People's  Sodality  Formed  at  Vilna 


Inauguration. 

OUR  LADY'S  statue  framed  in  an  arch  of 
white  roses  stood  out  arrestingly  against 
a  pastel  background.  Vases  of  Easter 
lilies  were  placed  on  either  side  and  blue  and 
white  lights  glowed  softly.  Reverend  Father 
Hickey,  accompanied  by  his  altar  boys,  left  the 
sanctuary  to  meet  the  procession,  and  the  eagerly 
awaited  reception  into  the  newly-erected  Sodality 
of  Our  Lady  had  begun.  The  joyful  strains  of  the 
Crowning  Hymn  filled  the  air  as  the  procession 
entered  the  church.  Fifteen  white-clad  flower 
girls,  with  pink  rose  wreaths  in  their  hair ;  twen- 
ty-six candidates  for  Reception,  wearing  dark 
dresses  and  white  veils,  and  finally  twenty  little 
boys  bearing  lighted  candles.  Reverently  the 
Procession  approached  Our  Lady's  altar,  where 
each  girl  presented  the  wreath  she  carried  to 
Father  Hickey.  who  placed  it  on  the  shrine, 
choosing  one  with  which  to  crown  the  statue. 

This  ceremony  was  followed  by  the  Rosary, 
the  Litany  of  Loretto  and  an  inspiring  and  force- 
ful sermon  by  Reverend  Father  Lawrence,  S.A., 
of  Smoky  Lake.  With  the  singing  of  "Come, 
Holy  Ghost,"  the  Reception  proper  began.  Hav- 
ing answered  the  necessary  questions,  the  can- 
didates went  to  the  altar  rail,  two  by  two.  where 
Father  Hickey  read  the  Formula  for  Reception 
and,  assisted  by  Father  Lawrence,  presented  the 
Sodality  Medals.  During  the  conferring  of  the 
medals  our  little  soprano  soloist  sang  the  prayer- 
ful "Ave  Maria,  Thou  Virgin  and  Mother."  The 
ceremony  was  deeply  impressive  and  the  hush 
which  filled  the  church  was  an  eloquent  testimony 
of  the  reverence  which  filled  the  hearts  of  the 
people. 

Members  Enthusiastic. 

Our  Lady  seems  to  be  taking  a  special  interest 
in  her  Vilna  Socialists.  The  girls  are  so  interested, 
and  their  attendance  at  the  monthly  Communion 
and  meeting  so  regular  and  encouraging.  They 
have  not  been  inactive  up  to  the  present,  but  in 
order  that  a  fuller  and  more  comprehensive  pro- 
gramme may  be  started  in  the  Fall,  they  are 
studying  the  various  aspects  of  Sodality  organiza- 
tion, together  with  the  points  of  parliamentary 
law  requisite  to  the  proper  conducting  of  meet- 
ings, elections,  etc. 

Various  Committee  Activities. 

Since  May  there  has  been  the  regular  monthly 
Communion  and  meeting.  The  Eucharistic  Com- 
mittee decorated  one  of  the  Repositories  for  the 
Corpus  Christi  Procession  and  helps  to  clean  the 
church  at  regular  intervals.    Our  Lady's  Com- 


mittee keeps  the  altars  decorated  and  in  June 
presented  the  Joyful  Mysteries  of  the  Rosary  in 
tableaux.  With  almost  no  facilities,  this  was 
very  well  done.  Coloured  celophane  over  the 
lights  covered  a  multitude  of  defects.  Each  Mys- 
tery was  preceded  by  a  reading  from  the  New 
Testament  pertinent  to  it,  and  while  the  tableau 
was  being  shown  an  appropriate  hymn  was  sung. 
To  the  Publicity  and  Social  Life  Committee  falls 
the  task  of  sending  reports  of  Sodality  activi- 
ties to  the  Diocesan  paper.  Recently  this  Com- 
mittee erected  an  attractive  Bulletin  Board  in  the 
porch  of  the  church,  where  notices  and  clippings 
of  interest  to  Sodalists  are  displayed.  On  the 
first  Sunday  of  August  they  sponsored  a  picnic 
to  Long  Lake.  Father  Hickey  accompanied  them 
and  "a  grand  time"  was  the  universal  verdict. 

Living  Rosary. 

A  Living  Rosary  has  been  formed.  Fifteen 
girls  have  promised  to  say  one  decade  daily;  a 
Mystery  is  assigned  to  each  for  Meditation.  All 
have  a  Little  Office  of  the  Immaculate  Concep- 
tion which  was  explained  and  recited  in  common 
at  the  July  meeting. 

Address  by  Father  Daly. 

During  Reverend  Father  Daly's  recent  visit 
to  Vilna  he  kindly  consented  to  speak  to  the 
Sodality  and  chose  as  his  topic,  "Reading."  The 
girls  deeply  appreciated  this  great  privilege. 

And  so  we  hope  and  pray  the  Sodality  will  be 
a  success,  becoming  eventually  a  vital  centre  of 
Catholic  Action  for  the  whole  parish. 

S.O.S. 


RENEW  YOUR  SUBSCRIPTION 
AND  HELP  THE 
SISTERS  OF  SERVICE 
TO  PRESERVE  THE  FAITH 
IN  CANADA 


THE  PLACE  OF  CHARITY,  LIKE  THAT  OF  GOD,  IS  EVERYWHERE. 
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Instructing  the  Youth  of  Digby,  N.S. 


IN  RESPONSE  to  Father  Murphy's  request  for 
two  Sisters  to  conduct  a  vacation  school, 
Sister  M.  and  I  boarded  the  train  on  June 
27th  for  Digby.  On  the  way  we  enjoyed  the 
scenery,  which  is  particularly  beautiful  in  this 
part  of  Nova  Scotia,  reviewed  our  catechism,  and 
made  plans  for  the  week.  About  three  p.m.,  on 
looking  out  of  the  window  we  recognized  the 
town  of  Digby  across  the  water  of  Annapolis 
Basin.  Father  Murphy  had  sent  us  a  pamphlet, 
"The  Story  of  St.  Patrick's,"  which  he  had  pub- 
lished on  the  occasion  of  the  opening  of  his  new 
church.  We  read  the  story  and  were  thus  partly 
acquainted  with  the  town  and  parish  before  we 
arrived. 

At  the  station  we  were  met  and  welcomed 
by  Father  Murphy,  the  Parish  Priest,  and 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  MacMahon,  who  were  to  be 
our  host  and  hostess  during  our  stay.  They 
drove  us  to  their  lovely  little  home,  and  as 
the  house  is  very  near  the  church,  we  were 
able  to  visit  our  Lord  almost  as  soon  as  we 
arrived  and  tell  Him  why  we  had  come.  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  MacMahon  were  kindness  itself  to  us. 
Being  naturally  proud  of  their  beautiful  little 
town,  they  were  anxious  that  we  should  see  all 
the  beauty  spots,  but  they  always  respected  the 
fact  that  our  work  came  first.  Father  Murphy 
being  a  very  busy  man,  with  his  many  missions 
and  the  finishing  up  of  his  new  church,  gave  Mrs. 
MacMahon  the  job  of  making  us  acquainted  with 
the  families  and  the  children  who  would  or 
wouldn't  be  likely  to  come  to  class.  There  was 
nothing  they  considered  too  hard  to  get  a  child 
to  come  to  catechism,  from  a  new  pair  of  shoes, 
a  meal,  or  the  driving  of  a  Sister  to  a  child's 
home.  Thanks  to  them  and  Father  Murphy,  we 
were  able  to  visit  most  of  the  families. 

When  we  asked  Father  if  there  was  anything 
in  particular  he  wished  us  to  do  his  reply  was: 
"Do  what  you  like.  You  know  what  to  do,  so 
go  ahead  and  do  it;  you  don't  need  my  telling 
you."  So  we  went  ahead  and,  with  Ood's  help, 
I  hope  we  did  some  little  good. 

On  Sunday  morning  we  met  the  children  and 
divided  them  into  two  classes,  after  which  each 
Sister  gave  her  class  an  introductory  talk.  I  had 
the  older  children,  about  28  of  them,  and  I  talked 
to  them  of  the  value  of  their  souls,  using  as  a 
basis  the  story  of  "The  Lost  Ruby,"  from  the 
"Prairie  Series."  Sister  M.,  who  had  35  little 
ones,  told  them  the  story  of  the  picture :  "Suffer 
the  little  children  to  come  unto  Me."  We  could 
see  right  away  that  they  were  hungry,  not  for 
the  truths  of  their  religion,  for  they  have  their 
regular  catechism  class  during  the  year  which 


is  conducted  by  the  good  ladies  of  the  parish 
when  Father  can't  be  there,  but  for  something 
a  little  different  which  they  hoped  we  could 
give  them. 

On  Sunday  evening  after  Benediction  we  were 
present  for  the  "Blessing  of  the  Bell."  which  was 
on  a  table  in  front  of  the  altar  railing.  Each 
person  in  the  congregation  had  the  unique  pri- 


First  Communicants,  Digby,  N.S. 


vilege  of  ringing  it.  Father  Pepper,  who  was 
visiting  Father  Murphy,  gave  the  dedication 
sermon.  During  the  week  when  it  was  erected  in 
the  tower  of  the  new  church  we  said  the  "An- 
gelus"  with  the  children  for  the  first  time.  This 
was  the  very  first  Catholic  church  bell  to  be 
rung  in  Digby;  there  was  no  bell  in  the  old 
church. 

We  couldn't  begin  our  classes  in  real  earnest 
until  school  was  over.  However,  we  took  all 
who  could  come  on  Monday  and  on  Tuesday 
morning,  but  it  was  on  Tuesday  afternoon  that 
we  really  started  work  with  full  classes.  Sister 
taught  in  the  back  pews  of  the  church.  I  had 
my  class  in  the  choir  loft,  but  it  being  very  hot 
up  there,  we  abandoned  it  for  the  sacristy.  We 
started  morning  and  afternoon  classes  in  the 
church,  but  soon  found  ourselves  out  in  the  school 
yard,  which  was  nearby,  playing  games.  I  was 
glad  I  had  older  pupils  when  I  saw  that  the 
favourite  game  of  the  little  ones  was:  "Go  in 
and  out  the  window."  Poor  Sister  nearly  had 
backache  from  going  in  and  out  of  such  low 
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windows.  We  usually  continued  class  in  the 
shade  of  some  tree. 

One  of  the  last  things  I  had  picked  up  before 
leaving  Halifax  was  a  church  goods  catalogue. 
I  thought  I  might  use  it  for  cut-outs.  Most  of 
the  children  in  my  class  kept  note  books  in  which 
they  wrote  prayers  and  notes  on  their  lessons. 
T  didn't  confine  them  to  anything  in  particular, 
but  let  them  write  whatever  they  wished.  One 
day  I  gave  a  lesson  on  grace  and  explained  the 
different  means  by  which  we  obtain  grace,  in- 
cluding the  giving  of  alms.  A  day  or  two  later 
I  picked  up  a  note  book  and  found  the  means  of 
grace  listed :  Mass,  Prayers,  Sacraments,  and 
Give  your  Pennies  to  the  Church.  When  teaching 
the  Mass  I  took  them  to  the  sacristy  and  showed 
them  the  vestments.  I  gave  them  pages  from  the 
catalogue  and  told  them  to  cut  out  the  pictures 
of  the  vestments,  colour  them  and  paste  them  in 
their  books,  with  the  names  written  below.  When 
they  had  finished  with  the  vestments,  they  were 
so  enthused  over  the  pasting  of  pictures  in  their 
books  that  they  wanted  to  use  up  the  rest  of  the 
catalogue.  I  divided  the  remaining  pages  among 
them.  "Now,"  I  said,  "you  have  the  whole  book ; 
there  is  nothing  left  but  the  cover."  Two  hands 
went  up  immediately.  "Please,  Sister,  may  T 
have  the  cover  to  paste  on  the  front  of  my  note 
book?"  The  next  day  the  cover  appeared  on  two 
note  books.  By  the  end  of  the  vacation  school 
these  note  books  were  most  interesting.  There 
were  angels,  sanctuary  lamps,  candelabra,  etc., 
crosswise,  upside  down,  back  to  front — but  what 
matter,  if  they  learned  something!  We  gave 
prizes  for  the  best  book  and  for  good  attendance. 

Towards  the  end  of  the  week  Sister  M.  turned 
over  to  me  ten  of  her  older  pupils,  so  that  she 
might  concentrate  on  the  First  Communicants. 
Ten  of  her  little  ones  made  their  First  Com- 
munion. Some  of  them  weren't  so  little,  two  be- 
ing thirteen  years  of  age  and  two  eleven.  These 
four  Avere  baptized  the  last  Sunday  and  received 
Communion  with  the  others  on  Monday.  Father 
Pepper  said  the  First  Communion  Mass.  The 
children  sing  very  nicely  and  know  a  number  of 
hymns;  one  of  the  ladies  of  the  parish  teaches 
them  singing.  We  selected  the  hymns  they  knew 
best  for  the  Communion  Mass.  The  whole  con- 
gregation sings  "Holy  God"  after  Mass  every 
Sunday  for  peace,  and  the  children  as  well  as  the 
grown-ups  love  it.  The  ladies  of  the  parish  pro- 
vided a  Communion  breakfast  for  the  children. 

On  Friday  afternoon  Father  drove  us  to  An- 
napolis, where  he  has  his  Glebe  house,  to  meet 
the  children  there.  It  was  a  rainy  day.  There 
were  not  any  children  present  who  had  not  made 
their  First  Communion,  so  while  I  held  catechism 
class,  Sister  talked  to  the  mothers  and  grown-ups. 
On  the  last  Sunday  we  went  to  Bear  River,  Father 
Murphy's  Indian  Mission.  They  sing  hymns  in 
Indian,  but  their  leader  wasn't  at  church  this 


day,  so  there  were  no  hymns.  This  church  is  in 
a  real  forest. 

We  found  the  people  most  appreciative  of 
our  efforts  and  the  children  very  interested ;  they 
made  real  efforts  to  learn.  On  Monday  morning, 
before  taking  us  to  the  station,  Father  drove  us 
up  to  where  the  old  church  used  to  be,  on  the 
top  of  the  hill  on  which  the  town  is  built.  They 
now  have  a  shrine  where  the  sanctuary  once  was. 
The  cemetery  was  all  around  the  old  church,  so 
the  shrine  is  near  the  entrance  to  the  cemetery. 
At  the  back  of  the  shrine  is  a  little  museum  con- 
taining articles  which  belonged  to  the  old  church 
and  in  front  there  is  going  to  be  a  large  crucifix. 
The  Corpus  hadn't  arrived,  so  there  was  only  the 
Cross  when  we  were  there.  Father  said:  "Our 
Lord  didn't  come  yet.  I  guess  he  is  still  on  the 
boat."  (He  meant  the  boat  from  St.  John  that 
comes  in  to  Digby  every  day). 

We  returned  to  Halifax  refreshed,  although 
we  did  work  hard.  We  were  given  a  royal  wel- 
come and  felt  like  missioners  who  had  come  home 
from  China  or  some  other  far-away  place.  I  had 
to  keep  my  eye  on  Sister  M.  for  a  while  because 
she  had  that  urge  to  go  "in  and  out  the  win- 
dows." S.O.S. 


PRIORITIES  AND  CEILINGS. 

The  Government  has  asserted  a  first  claim 
to  certain  materials  needed  for  the  victorious 
prosecution  of  the  war.  This  means  that  speci- 
fied luxuries  and  even  some  pre-war  ordinary 
commodities  are  practically  no  more  on  the  mar- 
ket. 

To  prevent  speculation  in  selling  and  buying 
and  to  keep  the  cost  of  living  on  a  more  normal 
keel,  prices  of  staple  goods  are  being  fixed.  As 
work  is  plentiful  and  wages  are  good,  these 
war-time  restrictions  mean  that  the  ordinary  man 
and  woman  have  more  money  than  usual  and  no 
way  to  spend  it. 

"The  United  States  Federal  experts  estimated  that 
the  total  national  income  in  1942  will  he  $103  bil- 
lion (at  February's  price  level).  Of  that  $103  bil- 
lion, they  guess,  the  nation  will  have  $55  billion  to 
spend,  with  almost  nothing  to  spend  it  on.  Of  this, 
taxes  will  sop  up  about  $18  billion,  savings  and  in- 
vestments will  absorb  another  $20  billion.  The  $17 
billion  that  remains  is  the  dangerous  "wild  money" 
which  will  roll  around  the  china  shop  like  a  bull, 
crashing  through  prices,  breaking  up  ceilings  and 
walls,  unless  the  Government  finds  a  way  to  ring  its 
nose."     (Time,  April  12,  1942). 

Naturally,  and  rightly  so,  this  surplus  helps 
the  country  in  its  war  effort  by  being  invested 
in  bonds  and  war -saving  certificates.  Now  is  also 
the  time  to  invest  some  of  that  surplus  and  un- 
spendable  money  in  the  Church. 


One  reason  why  so  few  recognize  opportunity 
is  because  it  is  disguised  as  hard  work. 
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STATUE  OF  THE  INFANT  JESUS  ERECTED 

IN  S.O.S.  NOVITIATE 


ON  June  11th,  1942,  our  novices  and  postu- 
lants were  delighted  at  the  arrival  in  the 
Novitiate  of  a  charming  statue  of  the  In- 
fant Jesus  of  Prague,  the  gift  of  an  interested 
benefactress. 

The  following  Sunday  afternoon,  June  14th, 


In  closing,  Father  gave  the  instruction  that 
on  the  25th  of  every  month  the  Act  of  Consecra- 
tion should  be  said  for  the  two  intentions;  that 
we  may  receive  many  candidates  for  the  mission 
field,  and  that  we  may  all  develop  that  child- 
like simplicity,  that  deep  spirituality  that  our 
Blessed  Lord  showed  in  His  hum- 
ble home  of  Nazareth  under  the 
guidance  of  His  Blessed  Virgin 
Mother. 

While  his  words  were  lingering 
in  the  minds  and  taking  root  in 
the  hearts  of  his  hearers,  Father 
performed  the  customary  ceremony 
for  the  blessing  of  statues.  As  the 
candles  were  being  lighted  for 
Benediction,  the  novices  sang  the 
hymn.  "Little  King,  So  Fair  and 
Sweet."  At  the  close  of  Benedic- 
tion three  "Glorias"  were  recited 
in  honour  of  the  Infant  Jesus  for 
the  double  intention  stressed  in 
Father's  address. 


THE  "LITTLE  KIXG"  OF  OUR  NOVITIATE 
Nurses  and  Postulants — June,  1J>42. 

was  scheduled  for  the  blessing  of  the  statue  bv 
Reverend  Father  Daly,  C.Ss.R,  The  "Little 
King"  was  placed  on  a  pedestal  in  the  chapel, 
peonies,  daisies  and  sparkling  candelabra  en- 
hancing the  intrinsic  beauty  of  the  statue  for 
this  important  occasion. 

Before  the  blessing.  Father  Daly  gave  an  in- 
teresting and  inspiring  talk,  in  which  he  told 
those  present  that  the  two-fold  purpose  of  the  in- 
stallation of  the  statue  in  our  Novitiate  is  the 
increase  of  vocations  and  the  acquiring  of  child- 
like simplicity  by  the  novices.  Father  spoke  of 
the  dearth  of  vocations  in  all  religious  houses 
owing  to  the  present  state  of  world  affairs,  and 
reminded  us  that  the  S.O.S.  are  faced  with  this 
problem.  He  urged  us  to  beg  the  Infant  Jesus 
to  remedy  the  situation,  assuring  us  that  if  we 
approach  Him  confidently,  there  will  without 
doubt  be  a  great  development  before  very  long. 

Speaking  of  the  second  reason  for  the  erec- 
tion of  the  statue,  Father  said  the  grace  he  asks 
for  each  novice  passing  through  the  Novitiate 
is  childlike  simplicity.  There  are  modern  con- 
ceptions of  progress — be  up  and  doing  and  all 
that.  Nazareth  is  the  contradiction  of  it  all. 
It  is  in  the  obscure  life  that  our  Lord  passed  30 
of  his  33  years  on  earth,  and  it  is  the  hidden  life 
we  want. 


MOTHER,,  I  AM  GOING  .... 

The  parting  of  Jesus  and  His 
Blessed  Mother  on  His  entering  into  His  public 
life,  is  one  of  those  scenes  so  pregnant  with 
thought,  so  overflowing  Avith  feeling,  that  one 
cannot  dwell  upon  it  without  deep  emotions. 
Jesus  left  Mary  to  go  "about  His  Father's  busi- 
ness." to  preach  that  Gospel  which  was  to  change 
the  course  of  human  history,  to  die  for  the  re- 
demption of  mankind. 

A  day  comes  in  the  life  of  every  missionary 
Sister  when,  like  the  Saviour,  she  says  to  her 
beloved  ones:  I  am  going.  Mother — I  am  going 
to  work  for  God's  Kingdom,  for  the  salvation 
of  souls.  To  me  nothing  else  matters  in  this 
world.  I  know  God  is  calling  me  to 
partner.  Like  Jesus,  I  want  to  give  my 
the  children,  to  the  sick,  to  the  poor, 
the  ambition  of  my  life.  All  that  the  world  could 
offer  now  means  nothing. 

Gentle  reader,  are  you  ready  to  say  also :  I 
am  going.  Mother?  The  Mission  Field  of  Canada 
awaits  your  reply. 


be  His 
life  to 
This  is 


The  power  men 
them. 


have  to  annov  us.  we  give 


Hope  awakens  courage.  He  who  can  implant 
courage  in  the  human  soul  is  the  best  physician. 
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The  Adventures  of  Kitty  Puss  —  V 


KITTY'S  FIRST  NIGHT  OUT. 

FROM  the  top  of  the  Avail  and  through  the 
palings  of  the  back  fence  Kitty  Puss  had 
occasionally  caught  glimpses  of  a  black  and 
white  kitten  who  lived  in  the  next  yard.  She 
was  very  pretty,  and  seemed  to  be  just  a  wee  bit 
smaller  and  younger  than  Kitty  Puss. 

Kitty  sometimes  wondered  about  her — what 
her  name  was  and  what  she  did  all  day  long,  but 
he  had  never  taken  the  trouble  of  speaking  to 
her.  Besides,  he  was  not  sure  she  would  be 
friendly  and  he  did  not  want  to  risk  being 
snubbed. 

Then  one  day  Kitty  caught  a  lizard.  For  a 
long  time  he  played  with  the  poor  thing.  At  last 
it  was  too  exhausted  to  move  and  lay  perfectly 
still,  while  Kitty  gazed  down  at  it  with  a 
thoroughly  disgusted  expression  on  his  face.  He 
had  expected  a  whole  afternoon's  fun  with  the 
creature  and  it  had  tired  so  soon. 

Presently  he  raised  his  eyes  from  the  lizard 
and  to  his  surprise  saw  his  black  and  white 
neighbour  watching  him  intently  from  the  other 
side  of  the  fence. 

"Good  afternoon!"  said  Kitty,  politely.  "Were 
you  watching  the  lizard?  You  may  have  it  if  you 
wish." 

"No,  thank  you,"  replied  the  black  and  white 
cat.  "I  don't  like  them  after  they're  dead." 
Then  she  added  in  a  friendly  tone,  "But  it's  very 
kind  of  you  to  offer  it." 

This  encouraged  Kitty  to  keep  on  talking. 
"I've  often  wondered  what  your  name  is  and  how 
you  spend  your  time,"  he  said. 

The  black  and  white  cat  fluffed  with  pleasure 
at  this,  for  she  had  often  watched  Kitty  Puss 
admiringly  and  wished  to  know  more  of  him.  In 
fact  she  thought  there  wasn't  a  more  handsome 
cat  in  all  the  world.  So  she  answered  gladly,  al- 
though a  little  shyly : 

"My  name  is  Whitefoot,  They  call  me  that  be- 
cause not  one  of  my  four  white  feet  has  a  spot," 
she  added,  looking  down  at  her  snow-white  feet 
with  conscious  pride.  Kitty  looked,  too,  and  de- 
cided that  "Whitefoot  was  very  beautiful.  "I 
think  your  name  is  lovely,"  he  told  her.  "It 
must  be  nice  to  have  a  name  that  means  some- 
thing. Now  they  call  me  Kitty  Puss — a  name 
that  any  cat  might  have." 

"It's  pretty,  though,"  broke  in  Whitefoot, 
eagerly.  "I  love  to  hear  the  children  calling 
'Kitty  Puss,  Kitty  Puss.'  I  wish  I  had  some 
children  to  play  with.  There  isn't  anybody  in 
our  house  except  grown-ups  who  shoo  me  out  of 


the  way  and  a  baby  who  pulls  my  tail  and 
squeezes  me  too  hard." 

"Poor  little  thing,"  sympathized  Kitty.  "Why 
don't  you  squeeze  through  the  fence  and  come 
over  here  with  me?  The  children  have  gone  to  a 
party  and  I  haven't  a  thing  to  do." 

Whitefoot  was  only  too  glad  to  accept  the 
invitation  and  the  two  .spent  a  pleasant  after- 
noon exchanging  confidences  and  chasing  each 
other  around  playfully. 

Suddenly  Whitefoot  sat  up  straight  and  said  : 
"It's  time  for  me  to  be  going,  but  I  suppose 
you'll  be  at  the  dance  to-night." 

"The  dance!"  exclaimed  Kitty.  "I  never 
heard  of  any  dance.  Besides,  I've  never  been  out 
after  dark.  I  play  with  Billy  and  Betty  until 
bed-time." 

Whitefoot  looked  at  him  a  trifle  scornfully. 
"Well,  I  should  think  you  are  quite  old  enough 
to  go  out  at  night.  I've  been  going  to  dances  for 
almost  a  month,  and  I  tell  you  it's  great  fun. 
All  the  best-looking  cats  in  this  district  will  be 
there." 

Whitefoot  paused  a  moment,  then  added  arch- 
ly, with  a  naughty  wink  in  her  eye,  "but  there 
won't  be  one  there  as  handsome  as  you." 

Kitty  Puss  came  near  to  bursting  with  pride 
at  this.  Then  his  face  clouded.  "I  couldn't  go 
without  an  invitation."  he  said. 

"Oh,  yes,  you  can,"  assured  Whitefoot.  "This 
is  a  public  ball  given  by  the  White  Prince  of 
Catville.  There's  a  general  invitation  out  for  all 
the  cats  of  the  district." 

Kitty's  face  brierhtenecl.  "But  I'll  have  to 
have  a  partner.    Will  you  go  with  me?" 

Whitefoot  hesitated  a  moment.  "I've  half- 
way promised  to  go  with  Grey  Shadow,  the  cat 
who  lives  on  top  of  the  hill."  Then  seeing  the 
disappointment  on  Kitty's  face,  she  added,  "But 
I'll  go  with  you  because  I  like  you  much  better. 
Grey  Shadow  is  too  old  and  solemn  for  me." 

So  it  was  settled.  "I'll  meet  you  here  as  soon 
after  supper  as  I  can  get  away,"  Kitty  Puss  pro- 
mised Whitefoot. 

It  was  not  surprising  that  Billy  and  Betty 
could  not  find  him  as  usual  at  bedtime.  By  the 
time  the  children  were  tucked  in,  Kitty  and 
Whitefoot  were  hurrying  towards  the  dance. 

Kitty  was  so  excited  he  seemed  to  be  walking 
on  air.  He  was  about  to  taste  real  life — to  join  in 
a  real  honest-to-goodness  dance  celebration.  He 
looked  proudly  down  at  Whitefoot,  walking  so 
sedately  beside  him,  her  black  and  white  fur  all 
sleek  and  shining. 

"You  look  beautiful."    he    whispered,  and 
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Whitefoot  answered  with  a  soft  meow  of  happi- 
ness. 

Presently  they  arrived  at  the  dance,  which 
was  being  held  in  the  open  air.  Myriads  of  fire- 
flies lighted  up  the  garden,  the  musicians  were 
playing  most  entrancing  airs  and  the  servants  of 
the  White  Prince  were  everywhere  with  trays 
full  of  wonderful  delicacies  such  as  bat  wings, 
frog  legs  and  mice  sandAviches. 

"Shall  we  dance?"  enquired  Kitty  Puss,  put- 
ting one  paw  on  Whitefoot's  shoulder.  Before 
Whitefoot  could  answer  a  furious  growl  close  by 
made  them  jump  apart.  There,  just  behind,  glar- 
ing at  them  with  flashing  eyes,  was  a  great  gray 
cat. 

"It's  Grey  Shadow."  gasped  Whitefoot.  "Run. 
Kitty  Puss,  or  he'll  kill  you."  However,  Kitty 
Puss  was  no  coward.  He  would  not  run  until  be 
had  to.    So  he  stared  back  at  the  grey  monster. 

"You  impudent  young  upstart,"  shouted  Grey 
Shadow  angrily.  "How  dare  you  come  to  the 
dance  with  the  partner  I  had  picked  out?" 

Kitty  Puss  held  his  head  high.  "Whitefoot 
has  a  right  to  come  with  whom  she  chooses,  and 
she  chose  me,"  he  said  proudly. 

This  inflamed  the  grey  cat  to  madness.  "She'll 
never  choose  you  again,"  he  hissed,  "for  when 
I'm  through  with  you  no  self-respecting  cat  will 
want  to  be  seen  with  you  anywhere." 

With  that  he  struck  Kitty  Puss  such  a  blow  on 
the  side  of  the  head  with  his  heavy  paw  that 
everything  went  dark  before  him.  He  recovered 
in  time  to  see  the  great  paw  with  claws  extended 
being  raised  a  second  time. 

As  I  said,  Kitty  Puss  was  no  coward,  but  he 
realized  fully  that  his  only  safety  was  in  flight. 
He  darted  homewards  as  fast  as  he  could  run. 
Gray  Shadow  close  behind  him. 

Truly,  it  was  humiliating  to  be  obliged  to 
leave  one's  partner  and  run  for  dear  life,  but 
what  else  could  he  do?  To  fight  with  that  great 
creature  was  out  of  the  question.  Fortunately 
Kitty  was  a  good  runner,  and  he  made  straight 
for  the  window  of  Billy's  room  that  opened  on  to 
the  porch. 

In  spite  of  his  swiftness,  Grey  Shadow  was 
almost  on  him  when  he  reached  the  house.  Up 
the  stairs  he  ran,  the  grey  cat  close  behind.  In 
his  excitement  he  did  not  look,  but  made  a  flying 
leap  at  the  window. 

C-r-r-ack!  His  head  hit  the  shut  window  and 
he  fell  backwards  on  the  porch  table  almost  un- 
conscious. Oh,  why  had  Billy  shut  the  window 
to-night  of  all  nights  ! 

Grey  Shadow  beside  the  table  growled  fiercely, 
preparatory  to  springing  upwards.  Goaded  to 
desperation,  Kitty  turned  at  bay  and  growled 
just  as  furiously  as  his  enemy.  At  least  he  would 
die  fighting ! 

Help  was  at  hand,  however.  The  noise  of 
Kitty's  head  hitting  against  the   window  had 


awakened  Billy.  Then  the  growling  told  the  lad 
something  was  wrong  and  he  rushed  to  the  win- 
dow. No  sooner  had  he  opened  it  than  Kitty 
Puss  flew  in,  never  stopping  until  he  was  safe  un- 
der the  bureau. 

Billy  drove  the  grey  cat  away  and  soothed  the 
trembling  Kitty  with  gentle  words  and  soft 
stroking.  Next  morning  he  told  Betty  all  about 
it. 

"A  great  grey  cat  chased  him  home,"  he  said, 
"and  I  wish  you  could  have  seen  how  frightened 
he  was." 

"He  ought  not  to  go  out  with  those  big  cats 
until  he's  bigger  himself,"  said  Betty. 

Kitty's  first  night  out  certainly  ended  disas- 
trously. And  two  days  later  the  children  noticed 
that  two  of  his  black  whiskers  had  turned  snow 
white,  one  on  either  side  of  his  nose. 

"Fear  of  that  grey  cat  must  have  done  it," 
said  Billy. 

He  was  not  far  wrong,  either. 


"The  only  way  to  overcome  evil  is  by  doing 
good." — (Frederick  Ozanam). 


not  upto  yourselves 
treasures  on  earth:  where  the 
rust  and  moth  consume,  and 
where  thieves  break  through 
and  steal.  But  lay  upto  your- 
selves treasures  in  heaven 
where  neither  rust  nor  moth 
consume  and  where  thieves 
do  not  break  through  nor  steal" 
(Matt.VI:19,20) 


GOODNESS  IS  THE  ONI/V  INVESTMENT  THAT  NEVER  FAILS. 


